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OBODY,” says Dr. Johnson, "can write the^life of a man but 
those who have eat and drunk and lived in social intercourse 
with him.” If this be true generally, it is especially true in 
relation to. Oliver Goldsmith — one whose disposition was so 
impulsive, candid, and simple, that he was ever showing his 
inmost nature — ^its frailties and its foibles, as. well as its virtues 
and its loveliness — to all firound him. The glimpses that we get from con- 
temporary writers, above all from Boswell, of this genial, social, shy, irritable, 
amiable, blundering, witty, vain, and highly endowed man, who was always the 
delight, though often the butt of his friends in the club at " the Turk's Head,” 
make us- feel that a contemporary hand could, alone have -produced a true 
picture of one whose life- was made up so much of the picturesque of gesture 
and' manner, and a thousand idiosyncrasies. The value of a contemporary 
biography is, indeed, admirably enforced by Goldsmith himself. "A poet, 
while- living, is seldom an object, sufficiently great to attract much attention; 
his real merits are known but to a few, and these are generally sparing in their 
praises. When his fame is increased by time, it is then too late to investigate 
•the peculiarities of his disposition ; the dews of morning are past, and xve 
vainly try to continue Ihe chase by the meridian splendour." One there was 
who could have executed the pious task ivith the erudition of a scholar, the 
skill of a critic, the tenderness of a love almost parental, who knew him more 
thoroughly, and appreciated him’ more truly than did any otlier ; who guided 
him in his trials, cheered him in his labours^ rejoiced in his fame, mourned over 


his dea&, and composed the epitaph for his grave. Samuel Johnson, who 
wrote the life of Savage, Should not have left that of Goldsmith for the hands 
of strangers. That he meant to write the biography of his friend there is little 
doubt. Posterity must ever regret the causes that frustrated that design. 

ix 
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Let us pass from the grave to the cradle— from the unknown spot in the 
Temple burial-ground to the perished homeste.'id at Pallas. Rising gently 
from the banks of the Inny is a spot where a few humble houses form a hamlet j 
one of them has disappeared, that in which Oliver Goldsmith was born.* 
It passed into the hands of “ the fairies,” who, in Ireland, at least, do not keep 
tenements in repair, and are never ejected. And so it crumbled away; Some 
two hundred years ago the family of- Goldsmith migrated from England and 
settled in Ireland. They had good blood in their veins (it is said even the 
sangre asul of - Spain), they maintained a respectable position in society, and 
always contributed a minister, and sometimes even a dignitary to the Reformed 
Church. Family characteristics arc usually as distinctively marked and as 
well preserved in the human as in the dower animals. So it was with the 
Goldsmiths. They were ever right-hearted and generally wrong-headed; 
benevolent, unworldly, improvident, and poor. Shallow people called them 
oddities, shrewd people ealled them fools. One of them, Charles, following 
the family instinct, took holy orders, and -then, in iyi8, took a wife, the 
daughter of his schoolmaster, the Rev/ Oliver Jones, of Elphin, in the county 
of Roscommon. The young couple went to reside at Pallas. They were 
poor enough, eking out with difficulty an annual pittance of about &40 
between the profits of farming, the stipend of the chapel of case of which he 
was curate, and what Mrs. Goldsmith’s uncle, Mr. Green, allowed, the young 
man for assisting him in the* discharge of his parochial duties in the neigh- 
bouring parish of Kilkenny West. But poor clergymen arc generally rich 
'in children, and Charles Goldsmitli was no exception to the rule. They came 
quickly enough; so that on tlic loth November, 1728 O.S., Oliver brought 
up the number born at Pallas to five, which was afterwards increased by three 
more. The death of Mr. Green within two years brought promotion to the 
struggling curate, who succeeded to tlie living of Kilkenny West and an in- 
come of near £200 a-year ; and thereupon the family i;cmovcd to Lissoy, in 
Westmeath, about throe miles from Ballymahon. He who visits the scene of 
the ijocl’s early life is .still shown the blackened and roofless walls of what a 
loving faith believes to be the house where he dwelt, and the district is still 
rife with the memories of the boy. "A dull boy he was," said Elizabeth Delap, 
who first jnit a hornbook into his hand. Ah 1 it requires some more reliable tes- 
timony than that of an old woman— old beyond ordinary longevity— to gain 
credence for .such a statement. Careless and idle he was under the woman's 
rule, but dull never, fhi boy that hated the thumbing of a primer and the 
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confinement of the schoolroom, when, outside, the' sun was shining and the, 
birds singlngr. loved to wander through the haunted scencr>> of the Avild, yet 
not unlovely district, to commune with his own heart, to gather up the legends 
trom the people, and fill his cars with the melodies of the famous harper 
Carolan. who then wandered through the countrv* a welcome guest at eveij’' 
homestead. ■ Some little rudimentarj* education Oliver received from the mag- 
nate of the \*il\agc school of Lissoy, an old veteran who had fought in the 
Spanish wars. A genius in his own way was Quartennaster Thomas Byme, a 
fitting pedagogue for little Noll, now six years old. His soldiering life fur- 
nished him with a rich .store of strange adventures, which he delighted to 
recount ; he was a votarx* of the Muses, too ; wrote verses and dealt in big 
rvofds. . His hCtid was crammed with all the legends of the count}*, and he 
believed devoutly in ghosts and hobgoblins. Tradition has preserv'^ed the 
outlines of his character, but the picture has been filled in with inimitable 
x*i\’idnc.ss and liumour by his pupil in that exquisite portraiture of the school- 
master in " The Deserted Village.” ' Under such a Mentor, book learning, of 
course, made little progress : but no doubt the native germs of romans and 
poetry vrcrc inscnsibl}*, nurtured. .Young Noll was familiar nith the mid 
raids of robber and rapparcc, knew every haunted spot in the count}*, loitered 
o’ nights about Kmck-ritadh, where the fairies danced around tlie elfin light, 
and had actually perpetrated rhymes, to the delight of his motiier. 

But these pleasant days soon came to an end. He was smitten down in 
his eighth year with a terrible malady in its severest form, and he escaped with 
difficulty the jaws of death to rise scarred and pitted wiHi the small-pox. Poor 
boy ! disfigured for life, awkwiinJ, ungainly, and odd, he was ^nt forth to fet 
microcosm of probation and suffering, a public school. John Goldsmi£h, his 
uncle, resided at Ballyoughter, in the neighbourhood of Elphin, and thither he 
was sent to attend Mr. Griffin’s school in thaf touTi. These were changed 
times for Oliver. His uncl^ it Is true, had discernment enough to see that 
there was something b^*ond &e common in Ae boy, and pronounced him "a 
prodig}* for his age,” but his school-mates pronounced him a blockhead — little , 
better than a fool ; he was accordingly a butt for their practical jokes, and 
one whom even’body made fun of. A blockhead ! So he seemed to the 
thoughti^s mates that cuffed and jeered him. But genius in its nhsttactions, ' 
its moodiness, its solitariness, its shyness, often dudes the observation of 
ordinary intellect, working all the more inwardly that its outward exhibition is 
impeded. Yet would the sense of injui}* or insult at times arouse the indolent 
and kindly nature of the lad to resist an affront with a promptness of u-it that 
told of a power whidi could make itself felt ; and several anecdotes are pre- 
served which, display the same spirit in the boy that flashed out in the 
" Retaliation”— tlie-Iast light of the genius of the man. 

3d 






TIIC I'AKSUXAGIt AT LISSOV. ’ 


After about three years Oliver w'as removed to a school in Athlone, kept 
by a clei^yman named Campbell, and thence he was transferred to a similar 
institution in Edgeu'orthstown — that of the Rev. Patrick Hughes. We are 
not without some memorials of him during those days, derived from fellow- 
students. Idle, and desultory in his application, he yet evinced a love for the 
Latin poets and historians. His shyness would at times give place to the 
dash of one who loved fun and adventure ; and he was often the ringleader in 
some boyish exploit, and as often the victim of the frolics of his playmates. 
There can be no doubt that by the time he had reached, his fifteenth year, his 
family were convinced there was too much good stuff in the young man to be 
used up in the drudgei^' of a trade. A mother’s instincts told her he was 
destined for better things, and she pleaded not in vain with the good pastor. He 
must be sent to college. But how was this to be compassed ? His brotlier 
I Henry had already entered as a pensioner, and the family purse, drawn upon 
by other domestic events, could ill bear any further depletion. A charter of 
Charles 1. allowed the Fellows of Trinity College, Dublin, to appoint a certain 
numl>er of .sizars — poor scholars ; these were educated without expense, had 
: free lotlgings in the garrets, and were permitted to " batten on cold bits,” 
; the remnants that left the commons’-table. where in return they were obli'red 
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at lend a:jd to di.tcharRC other mental duties.* To educate, even on such 
tenns. those who could not afford to pay, was not undcseiadng of praise; 
hut. t«) the credit of the college, cverylhing degrading in the position of a 
^i,-:ar has K’cn cH.<i'ense<l with, and to-day it is looked on as an honourable 
evidence of superior .<chobrship. As a sizar, then, must Oliver enter. 
So dist.tstcful was (he po^posilion to him, that for a year, he refused to 
ftbey, .md was only pcrsttadeil at last b}- one who had been himself a 
ss.Mr— that - Uncle Contarinc” who appears so oftcij it] his after h'fc as his 
hrsl friend; atul so. on the nth June, I744.f he was admitted a sizar of 
Trinity College, Dublin. It is deeply interesting to look over the names that 
occur in the records of the college as conlcniporarj* students with. Goldsmith ; 
Harnard, nftcrw.irds llishop of Ximerick ; Mnrlay, who filled the See of Water- 



ford ; Richard Alalonc ; and the learned Dr..Midiacl Kearney, who became a 
senior Fellow of his college and Professor of History ; and above all, the g^eat 
Edmund Burke, who was dcstiped in after years to be his friend and com- 
panion in the Litcraty Club. The’ poor Jjoy knew none of these at the time. 
Anotlicr'Jidgworlhstown pupil, John Beatty, obtained a sizarship at the same 
-time, and the tivo were occupants of the same garrets in No. 35, thg extreme 
southern chambers of a range of buildings that formed the pastern side of 
Parliament Sqnarc, which hns long’since been taken down. On one of the 
window panes Goldsmith put his name, and the relic is still preserved in the 
college.^ A couple of relatives, too, there were ; and these, with Beattj'- and 


• t can find no evidence or.lhe sinre bavins ew worn reil capi, at elated br Mr. Fpister ; and the onivertal belief of the 
anihoriiin h asainM it. ■ . . j, 

t Sir Jamet Prior b.ia falien into .an erroir (adopM by Mr. Foftler) in assiimins ibat the en|Ty .of June, 1744, m the Miese 
lioohs repreventt the year 1745. ITiousIl for tome purpovet the coHese yeajr commenced in Jtdy, the dale of the omi >^r 
Wilt invariably followed' in ail entries in the boolss. At that period, and .until 175*. the civil year eommen^m theasth Ma^ 

• The entry in the resister, which 1 liave' carefully eaamlned, it, therefore, correct both at to the year ol^oldtmilh « 
into eoilese. 1744. and atio hit ase. ** Annum aseiis. 15" He wai not tixieen till the Novemlier fidlc^n^ 

t Mr.’Forslereinmeout 1 y states in hit ••Ijfe of GolUtmilh*’ (in-which he it followed by MaeaulayJ^hat the nay 
still he seen in the room.' and quotes IVior at hit authority, ^^^rat vms correct when Prior wrote in 1836. was not so when 
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Bob Bryanstone, aftero-ards. seem to have been his only friends. The college . 
life of Goldsmith is not one on which we dwell with- pleasure. His tutor, the 
Rev.Theaher Wilder, a man of some mathematicar ability, was -violent in 
temper, insolent, and overbearing in manners, and of a harsh, -weious, and 
brutal nature. Oliver detested matheniatics, and so incurred the wrath of his 
tutor, which the indolence and thoughtiessness of the pupil gave too many 
occasions to gratify. He was subjected to taunts, ridicule, and insults almost 
daily, sometimes even to personal chastisement from one who, exercising over 
him the ri-riits of a master over a servant, persecuted him with unremitting 
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rancour. Still Oliver was not without some white days in his college career. 
More than once he’ received "the thanks of the house” for his attendance at 
morning lecture, and this, too, in midwinter, at seven o’dock. It is useless to 
speculate what the young man's progress might have been under kindlier 
treatment Brutality first outraged and then discouraged a sensitive nature. 
He sought relief from his wretchedness sometimes in dissipation, often in 
reckless disrespect of 'discipline — ^he wasted his time, neglected his studies, and 
dissipated the scanty supplies which his father could afford him. But even 
those supplies were soon to cease. Early in 1747, that father was snatched 
from him. How truly the son loved and revered the parent is proved in that 
enduring and pious monument which, in after years, he reared to his memoiy. 
The image of that father seems ever present when he would portray 
humanit}' in its loveliest aspects. First sketching him, with all his pleasant 
foibles and laigc-heartcdness, in the “ Citizen of the World," then recurring to 
the subject for a fuller treatment and a more accurate delineation in the "Vicar 
of Wakefield,” and at last lavishing all the riches and all the power of his love 
in the production of that portrait of the pastor in the “ Deserted Village,” so 
exquisite, so pathetic, so finished, and so lovely, that it seems to this hour 
unrivalled in its excellence. Scant as w'erc the young man's resources before, 
they now become scantier. His wridowed mother leaves the parsonage, and 
a takes a lodging in Ballymahon, living " in low circumstances and indifferent 
health. «igrn vrs/e senescats;” and he is cast pretty much on his own wwys and 
% means. The genius that brutality checked was quickened at the call of 


-.j -‘squalid poverty." jo st 
b3llad.s for street minstrels. 




To supply the pressing wants of daily life, he wrote 
There was a printer of the name of Hicks who 
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published broadsides at the sigh of the Reindeer, far away in Mountrath 
Street, at the other side of the city. Queer things they were— dying declara- 
tions and 'last speeches of wretclics going to be hanged; sacred songs with 
grotesque illustrations; el^M on defunct celebrities; and popular songs to 
boot Thither he brought his songs,'and sold them for a crown apiece,* often 
spending the money on his way home^ yielding to ‘some sudden impulse of 
sensibility awakened by the sight of real or feigned distress: Then in the • 
evening he would steal out of college and, with all the vanity of an authoq 
follow the Steps of the ballad singers and listen to his own spngs. 

Who shall -tell what visions of future fame filled the brain of “the 
poor scholar" of Trinity as he made his way back to the college ? The 
dreams that visited his pillow in the garret may have transformed the 
humble auditory of the darkly-lighted street into an admiring throng of the 
fair and the great and the learned, listening in brilliant saloons'to the muse of 
the world’s favourite. All ! who knows ? Surely no man ever attained to in- 
tellectual greatness, above all to literary greatness, who has not been vouch- 
safed, to comfort him in his struggles and keep his hope from dying out 
utterly, these prophetic glimpses of “ coming events,” which cast not “ their 
shadows" but their lustre “before,” upon the gloomy foreground of the present. 
And so he struggles on — now penniless, pawning books and other property for 
the exigencies of existence ; now flinging away his scanty shillings with the 
recklessness of a millionaire; now studying fitfully, now joining in some 
daring breach of discipline, led on by a love of fun and an exuberance of 
spirits that prudence could not repress, nor poverty extinguish. Under such 
an impulse it was that, with other wild lads, he followed "Gallows Walsh” into 
the haunts of the city bailiffs, and draped forth the offender who dared to 
arrest a student; bore their victim within the walls, and soused him in the 
cistern. That was but a trifle / who cared about a bum-bailiff? But they went 
further. Wild with excitement, they rushed to Newgate Prison, which they 
attempted to force, were repulsed by the fire of the gaoler, resulting in , the 
death of two and the Wounding of several more. The college authorities 
visited the offenders .with well-merited punishment; four were expelled, and 
Goldsmith, with others, was “publicly admonished.” The admonition was not 
without its fruits. Oliver took it to heart and read for a scholarship He 
failed, but Ihe same page of the college books that records the successful 
candidates, under date of June 15th, 1747, g^ives his name amongst tliosc who 
were comforted for their failure by an "exhibition’' of trifling value. It was, 
possibly, to celebrate this- Solitary honourf that Goldsmith assembled in his 


• T have Marched thnush a« the voJimes of broadside! in Trinity College for one of CoUemitVi wnss but mth-nil 

lueeess, though 1 found many of Hicks’ publications, , , , . . , 

1 In a letter with whfch Sir James Prior hae recently favoured roe, be »aye, “A* to the ^mrom. 

1 It. Dr. Kearney, indeed, wae an excdleot authority, as being once a fellowoindea: anJ 
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chambers ;a few friends, including some of' the other sex. They iad supper, 
and a dance followed. In'the midst of the festiwty Wilder burst in- upon them.' ‘ 
He assailed the master of the feast, firsfcwith coarse and vioient vituperation, 
and- then struck him.- Such an insult, in tlie presence -of 'his guests, was 
intolerable. Smarting under the degradation, the sensitive spirit. of the true- 
born gentleman could not endure tO -meet those in whose presence he was 
disgraced. He fled from college, and in a few days, when- reduced to his last 
shilling, left the city for Cork, with the intention of going to America. We pass 
over the history of hiS sufferings. Starving and half naked, he at last made his 
wa)rto his brother HeAry, and finally was induced to itetum to college. The 
spring Commencements of 1749 terminated , his college life, when he took his 
degree of B.A. on the 27th of Fobruaty.* As he passed out for the last time 
through the wicket in that massive gate- beside which he so often loitered, how 
little did he think that the .time would come Avhen he should stand there, in the j 
mimic bronze, for ever-^no loiterer -now;' friendless, nameless, neglected— :but 
honoured and admired, one of the great namesr that fill all lands, and ennoble 
their own ! There he aryaits a day, not far distanl^ when on that vacant 
pedestal at the opposite side of the gate shall arise and rejoin him his great 
fellow-countryman, the friend, of his later years, who had entered this very 
college the same year, and, like lum, had found his fame in London, and 
became one of the. lights of the world?— Edmund Burke.f But no such thought 
cheered the heart of the poor scholar as he made his Avay back to Ballymahon, 
to the humble lodgings of his straitened mother. He was now close to all 

. - • ■ ' 

afterwnnls fellow of the ooUege. We need, therefore, icarcely doubt it.” Prior, however, was iiaable to find any recoid of 
the fact, and there is little that has escaped his diligence, 1 have renewed the seatdi with no better success, but with a 
stronger conviction that no such honour was obtained hx Goldsmith. 

* Of this iact, infetentially proved by Prior, I .have got direct evidence by the inspection of the Book of Registry of 
degrees, through the kindness of the Kev. Dr. Luhy. tllie following is the entry r— *' Pie Febmaiii vicesinio septinio, t 74 > 

Adndss! ad giadum Baocalaureatus in Attlbus." Then ibilow the names of the graduates, and anfongst them that of 
"bliverus Goldsmith.” Wilder, bis old enemy, was junior proctor, and so saw the first and last of him. 

t I perceive.” writs Sir James Prior to me, ” that you have hem lately Ihaugurating his statue in Dublin. The fixing it 
there should have been done long before i but as it pramlses io be the precursor of otlier men of endnence, let us not quarrel 
now with the delay. 4 statue is, indeed, an ndmiiablc method of commemorating men of distinelioa. Seen daily or liourty 
in the streets, we cannot forget the personage. We do rrot ihalce hands with, but nmygaxe or glance at irm; paute to recall 
some trait of character, or memorable incident of his life : and, periups, ate tempted homeward to examine suA of his pages 
(if an author) as throw new or additional interest over fame already well woo.” I avail myself of this oppoRuaity of giving to 
the public an insctipiion written by Sir James Prior far the pedestri of the statue of Goldsmith • 

*' Where Genius dwelt and grew in Classic Halls, 

We proudly turn, as taste or learning calls ; 

• Pby to the gifted dead the honours due, 

Aitd if we may, n kindred fiune ptttsueu 

•' Coldsmilh I We greet thee here.— Away loo t.«ig-> 

Weloonie thy humour, pathos, pn»e, and aimg ! 

Strewn o'er the page of lelteied'grace and e-ase, 
lly that resistless Art— the power to please ; 

Rub gift the prompting of a genul miml. 

The heart as open as the hand was kind ; 

oft in need, a wanderer, mid In woe. 

Cave to tad poorer all thou oould>t bestow. 

UU ! If on earth tuefa Spirits reaippear— 

So good, so gtfted—guide thy fellows hvret” 
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the haunts of his early life, and gave w-ay to his indolent and reckless habits. 
We find hint wandering from the house of one friend to that of another 
always careless, joyous, and convivial, and sharing in the athletic sports of the 
country, now lolling in the window of his mother’s house, playing the flute, or 
composing veftes ; now at the club which he established at George Conway's 
inn, at Ballymahon, presiding, amid uproarious mirth, and singing songs and 
playing cards; then he would stray by the river-side, to catch a trout or to 
hunt an otter; besides, he went, now and then, to help brother Henry, who 
» had succeeded to his father’s curacy, and earned' his livelihood by the 
^ drudgery of a school, at the old house at Pallas# But all this time was not 
I utterly wasted. Assuredly his mind was drawing in from the scenes around 

I him, and from the incidents and associates of daily life, that which, “hiv^ in 
his bosom like the bag o’ the bee,” he stored up to reproduce in later times in 
such exquisite sweetness.’ Two years thus spent, and Oliver is rising twenty 
three, with no occupation. His uncle Contarine proposes the family profession. 
He presents himself, after much persuasion, to the Bishop of Elphin for holy 
orders, and fails. Whether the defect ^vas in the inner or outer man — ignorance 
of theology or a pair of scarlet breech^ — posterity is never likely to know, nor 
will they ever regret the result He next tries tutor-life in the farnily of a Mr. 
Flinn, of Roscommon. One can scarcely fancy an occupation more unsuitable 
^ and distasteful to him ; and so, after a year of dependence, he suddenly terhii 
fr nated tbe connection (in consequence of a dispute at the card-table, says his 
sister Hodson), and in a few days after disappeared from his mother’s house. 
^ Thirty pounds in his pocket and a good horse under him, he sallied forth, 

V whither? — Who knows? A strange account he gave of himself when, in six 
(L weeks after, he reappeared, penniless, bestriding a skeleton which he dubbed 
j* with the name of “ Fiddleback.” He went, he says, to Cork, sold his horse, 

(L look his passage to America in a ship which very improperly sailed while he 
was enjoying himself with his friends. When he had spent his time and all 
H his money, c.xccpt two guineas, he bought *' Fiddleback,” and turned his face 
^ towards home ; divided his last crown with a poor woman ; put up with a 
(t miserly old college friend for a day ; changed his quarters to the house of a ' 
liospitable counsellor, with whose two sweet daughters, who played enchant- 
h ingly on the harpsicord, he lingered day after day, till at last he reappeared at 
if Ballymahon. The .stor>', whether true or false, is told with much humour and 
A and is certainly not inconsistent with Goldsmith’s nature. Perhaps 

A it was his first essay in novel writing—a rc.'ility or two for a foundation, and a 
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3ld c'lcquaintnnccs and old vices, and Jbst all his money at the gambling-table, 
riicrc he remained, star\Mng, mortihed, and contrite, till at last he is invited 
jack to the country’. His mother, poor soul, was very angry, and would not 
or a time foi^ive liini, and so ho had to take refuge with his brother Henry, 
tiut wliat use was there Jn being hngry irith juch a.Avay\vard being, who had 
ibsolutely no strength to resist temptation. Uncle Contarine was more 
>racticnl ; he forgave, and again was active in his service A family council is 
ailed ; what is to be done for liim in the way of a profession ? It is Hobson’s 
• choice ; ph}'sic alone is left. And so they make a stock purse, uncle Contarine, 
as usual, contributing; and in 1752 he is sent 'to Edinburgh to commence his 
studies. What he gained by his medical studies there we know not ; probably 
not much, if we are to judge from his professional attainments in after life. 
He attended lectures, and seems to have been fond of chemistry and natural 
historj' ; he contracted some friendship^ too, that stood to him in after life ; 
but he was still the same hilarious, reckless, convivial fellow that sang songs 
and wrote them, too, and spent his money freely and foolishly, and dressed 
gaudily (as hw tailor's bills discovered by Mr. Forster testify), just as at Dublin 
and Eallymahon, But he neither liked the country, the people, nor their habits, 
though he was sometimes in very good society. So after eighteen months' 
residence in Edinburgh, he embarked for Bordeaux, not without drawing on 
the inexhaustible Uncle Contarine. Here came new adventures. The vessel 
put in at Newcastle from stress of weather. Oliver goes on shore with some 
pleasant companions, "to refresh” themselves, as he mildly phrases.it. In the 
midst of their tavern merriment one evening, they are arrested on suspicion of 
being .French recruits, and are thrown into prison, whence he is liberated after 
a fortnight’s durance. Happy arrest ! the vessel had-.sailed on her vo^’^age, but 
was wrecked, and all on board were drowned. - He fo.und a ship bound for 
Rotterdam, in whicli he safely arrived there, and thence made his way to 
Leyden. Here he remained a year: he says he studied ; perhaps he did — not 
much of physic, but a good deal of men and manners. He got a little money 
by teaching English, but, improvident as ever, he was sometimes without the 
price of his dinner ; arid onc^ at all events, with his pockets filled by Fortune 
at the gapibling-table, to be as speedily emptied by the fickle goddess the 
next evening. 

Restless as ever, the love of a vagrant life now came strong upon him. 

He would travel and see the world, and fill his mind with better knowledge 
than that of medicine. True, he had no mon^, but what of that ? Others in 
like case had ttnvetsed 'Europe. Uolbetg had done so tphea younger th.in he, 
with nothing but his flute and his voice to help him along. Ah ! this is the 
very thing for him. He can play touchingly on that old Ballymahon flute, 
and sing sweetly, as all his boon companions confess : he has a strong frame 
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and. a vigorous constitution, a light heart arid an irrepressible spirit.. \\Tiat 
more is wanting ? So away he trudges, in February, 1755, having first, with a 
generosity ludicrous, yet touching from its gratitude, spent nearly his last com 
in a purchase of tulip roots for Uncle Contarine,. 

• We must ever regret that Goldsmith kept no record of his wanderings 
or his impressions. One has to track liitn in letters, which are scanty, 
and in characters and sentiments in his works, which are of no certain 
application. We get a view of him at lyouvain, where jt is* said, ori slight 
authority, that he got the degree of M.B. ; then we .get glimpses of hini 
at Antvi'erp, and Brussels, and Maestricht, nnd so into France, now 
housed in', some hospitable conveni^ now sheltered in a barn. Foot-sore, 
and weary, and hungrj', it might be^ the shades of evening often -.fell 
around him as he approached some peasant's humble homestead ; then, he 
says, speaking in the character of George Primrose, but, doubtless, of himself, 
" I played one of my most merry tunes, and that procured me not only a 
lodging, but subsistence for the next day." .Hard schooling that^ but not 
without its pleasure and its profit — a deeper teaching into the inner nature, an 
experimental knowledge of the social relations of classes of humanity, as well 
as a closer intimacy with the physical charms of Nature. He learned to know 
that if the taste of the peasant was les-o refined than that of the peer, his heart 
was more tender, his hand more open to the unaccredited stranger ; he found 
the strange, wise words of his great Master, tliat his good fatlier had doubtless 
so often read for him when a boy, now verified — *' Blessed are the poor/’ Y es, 
the poor were cheerful. ** I ever found them," he says, " sprightly in proporr 
tion to their wants. I once or twice attempted to play for people of fashion, 
but they always thought my performance odious, and never rewarded me even 
with a trifle,” 

Wc find him n?xt in the French capital, studying chemistry ostensibly, 
but studying life much more deeply in theatres and saloons, for somehow he 
appears to have made his way into society. From Paris to Switzerland, taking 
.. _ . the route of Strasburgh and crossing the Rhine, he reaches Geneva, and there 
^ it was. doubtless, that he made the acquaintance of Voltaire, of whom he has 
jj given a clever and vivid sketch in a fragmentary nremoir that records an 
evening spent at Lcs Dcliccs. There is reason to believe that it was at Geneva 
that he joined, in the capacity of companion, a young wealthy and penurious 
linglishman. the veiy reverse of Goldsmith in everj-thing. Such an ill-assorted 
union could not l.-ist long, so after crossing the Alps and entering Italy, they 
parted at Leghorn, the miser returning to England by long sea for cheapness, 
and Oliver, with the few pounds of his hard-earned .salary', to push his way 
through lt.aly. Here, wc su.spcct. his flute was of little use. “ My skill in 
ruusic." s;iys the philosophic vagabond, “could a\-nil pic nothing in Italy, 
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■ every peasant was a better musician than L” Poverty, however, is ingenious 
in resources, so he gave up melody and took to disputations. He “ disputed” 

■ for his dinner and a night’s lodging at every university and convent, and. if we 
[ are to receive “the vagabond’s" account as true, he often woii bed and board. 

L and a small gratuity in money to boot. Thus he traversed Northern Italy from 
[ \rest to cast j saw Florence and Milan, Verona, -Ma'itua, and Pisa (where it is 

I lid he obtained a degree), and at last stood in the city of Venice. Then home- 
mgings came upon him, and poverty grew more pinclring ; the generous hand 
f Uncle Contarine was closed in death, a.nd there was none other to aid him, so 
he vagrant turned his steps towards Britain, and disputed and begged his way 
►ack' through Italy, and over the Alps in winter, and was once more in festive 
'ranee. Tliere the flute and the song again sustain the wandcrer, till at last, 
m the 1st of February, 1756, he Stands bn tiie qviay of Dover. Well nigh two 
>»cars have passed since, with a few pounds in his pocket and with little • 
expectations of more, he had undertaken what in those days was. a 
pilgrimage full of peril and difficultly How irrepressible must have been his 
passion for knowledge, how brave his heart, how strong his courage ! And as 
he stood there on the pier, alone, friendless, penhil.ess, what thoughts may 
have swelled his heart with liopc and conscious pride [ Had not the idler at 
Ballymahon, the loiterer in college, the spendthrift at Edinburgh, done some 
what to redeem his misspent time, to educate himself in the knowledge of 
mankind, and to elcyate himself in his intellectual position ? Might lie not now 
stand amongst the great meq of his day, and yet hold his head as high as any 
of them ? Ay, only let him have the opportunity to give to the world the 
treasures of thought that he had stored up within him, And where was this 
opportunity to be found but in the great mind-market- of the world — LONDON ? 
So to London he turned his steps, and fought his way there. Heaven knows 
how, battling for very life through that terrible fortnight. At last he .stands 
n in the .streets of London, face to face with all those horrors that surround 
>1 the destitute stranger in that populous solitude, and make the heart sink with 
& dismay. Into the deeps of that gloom and misery rvQ may not penetrate if we 
\ would. Goldsmith himself .seems arrays to Jiave .shrunk from any full revelations 
U of them. There is a sanctity for the degradation of starving genius as there is 
^ for the dead within the grave. One erj', however, from those deeps he uttered, 
;r cNcceding bitter but not unmanly. " Many in such circumstances,” he said, 
% “ would have had recourse to the friar’s cord or the .suicide’s halter. But with 
% all my follies 1 had principle to resist the one and resolution to combat the 
11 other.” Let us pass the uncertain and unaccredited, and come to the reliable. 
« .yter a tlionsand failnres and repulses, the .shy. ungainly, sensitive man. with 
.f threadbare garments and an Iri.sh brogue (harmlcs.s in foreign lands, but 
^ ..ammng w.ihm the sound of Bow-belLs) finds employment from a chemist on 
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Fish Street Mill, partly as a charity and partly from his knowledge ‘of chemistry, 
and that the man saw in him talents above his condition. This gave him 
a few months to take breath and rest, ^pien came an unexpected deliverance. 
One whose friendship he had gained in £dinbui|rh, .the excellent and eminent 
Dr. Sleigh, happened to be in London. Sunday affords an hour or two of 
respite, even in a chemist’s shop, so Oliver smartens.himself up in his shabby- 
genteel suit, and pays the Doctor a wsit Ah ! the poor fellow knew not what 
a change hard life had wrought in him. “Sleigh scarcely knew me,” said he, 
in describing the interview to a friend ; “such is the tax the unfortunate pay 
to poverty. However, when he did recollect me, I found his heart as warm as 
ever, and he shared his purse of friendsliip with me during his continuance in 
London.’' Then Dn Sleigh and apothecary Jacob put their heads together, 
and they start him as a physician in Bmksid^ Southwark, in a tarnished old 
suit of green and gold. Mis practice was not successful, and lay only amongst 
the poor. One of his patients, a journ^man printer, suggests that he should 
call on his ■ master, .and so Goldsmith turns reader ” to Samuel Richardson, 
corrects his press, and becomes acquainted with Dr. Edward Young, then past 
seventy, serene and imperturbably polite, who used to come up from Welwyn 
to see his bosom friend, the literary printer of Salisbury Court But drudgery of 
printing-office ’and prescribing could scarcely support his existence. All his 
ambition seemed noAV but' to live, and he accepted an ushership at Dr. John 
Milner’s school at Fcckham, in Surrey. There are stories of his short stay 
here, which show how little trial and misery had changed him. Elastic as ever, 
his spirit rose the moment the pressure was removed from it ; he was the same 
kind, merry, and generous being, playii^ off practical jokes and lavishing his 
scanty stipend, till kind Mrs. Milner suggested that she had better take care of 
his money as she did for thejschoolboys. Still the life of a tutor atos hateful 
to him, as he abundantly testified afterwards in his writings. So he took 
advantage of the acquaintance which he there formed with Griffiths, the book- 
seller of Paternoster Row, and engE^ed with him, in April, 1757, to write for 
the “ Monthly Review” for one year, living wifli the bookseller and receiw'ng a 
salaiy. , ’ 

And now, at last, Goldsmith begins to realise the -life-long cravings of his 
heart— to fulfil his destiny— to be an author Mr. Forster has, with great 
power and vividness, described the condition of literature at that period in 
England, “when, deserted by the patron and not yet supported by the publi<i 
it was committed to tlie mercies of the bookseller.” A more merciless being 
than Griffiths could not be found— save in the compound Griffiths man and wife. 
The matrimonial and trade firm worked their Grub Street hack, Avithout inter- ^ 
minion, from nine in* the morning till t\v<^ and sometimes during tlic who e a) ^ 
and late into the night; and, to the personal discomforts of a penurious louse-^r 
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i^' keeping, the woxtian added the indignity of correctuig and. improving what 
P Goldsmith wrote. The articles writtea in the “Review" during this period of 
f bondage were first given as such to the public by the industry of Prior; and 
they show with what liveliness, and force, and critical judgment Goldsmith dis- 
charged the functions of a reviewer. . This slavery soon became intolerable. 
^ Dr. Griffiths mercilessly exacted “the tale of bricks," and then cried, “Ye are 
r')^ idle, ye are idle 1” and made his heart bitter with hard bondage ; and Mrs. Dr. 
^ Griffiths, who, as De Quincy says, “would have broken the back of a camel, 
which must be supposed tougher than the heart of an usher,” cut down his food 
and cut up his writings. Then came an open rupture, and fierce words and 
angry recriminations from both sides, and the lease of the human chattel was 
V- ■ cancelled by mutual consent, after five months, and Oliver went forth a free 
man, with the privilege of paying for his dinner, if he had a shilling, and sleep- 
ing with "the beggars at Axe Lane," if he could not hire a garret. And in a 
^ garret next we find him—" In a garret, writing for bread, and expecting to be 
,fV 1 nulk score as, with a miserable affectation of pleasantry, he after- 

( \ { V. .ird-. «le-cribed his state to Bob Brj'anston. They had heard somehow of him 
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at liotnc in Ireland, and the simple hearts fancied he was a rising genius, who 
' could now give a friend a lift; and so brotlicr Charles came over to' share his 
good fortune, and found his address from George, the waiter at the' Temple 
Exchange Coffee House. A rising genius high enough he found him, when he 
had scrambled up the stairs. Shocked and confounded, Charles expresses his 
sorrow. . Oliver’s heart was too proud to give way even before a brother. "All 
in good time, my dear boy," said, he, with feigned hopefulness; “I shall be 
richer by-and-by. Besides, you see, I am-not in positive want." Charles did 
, not rely much on the present, or the future of the poet; so, like a true Gold- 
' smith, he disappeared to seek his fortune iii the West Iiidies, arid was not again 
heard of for thirty years. “ Positive want" soon came; notwithstanding hack- 
. writing 'and doctoring -the* poor,- and he has to fall back for a space upon 
tutoring and Dr. Milner. But the love of literature still lurks in his heart; and 
he occupies his spare time in a work on Polite Literature, that he hopes yet to 
give to the world. Back again into that world he goes in August, 1/58, to his 
garret and his hack-writing, now for the *' Critical Review,” and the preparation 
of his essay. At last, a long-promised medical appointment to one of the < 
factories on the coast of Coromandel seems within his reach. He raises a few 
pounds for his outfit ; but the appointment is not confirmed — ^why, has never 
been known. Then he endeavoured to gain the post of an hospital mate; pre- ^ 
sented himself before the Board of Examiners at Surgeons' Hal],and was rejected, v 
So much the better for Oliver: so much the better for the world. He is drawn j 
bach; as by a fatality, into the troublous waters — as the wave draws back some j 
wretch that would fain escape — to struggle and buffet with, and, at last, to ride n 
upon the billows. Back he goes to his miserable life in Green Arbour Court; Jl 
up. Breakneck Stairs, to toil again in the “Critical Review,” and write for W 
Griffiths, to whom he is indebted for clothes that he has pawned to relieve his « 
landlord, and for books that he has deposited with a friend to save himself from jl 
starving. This debt was repaid by the “Memoir of Voltaire." At last, the essay g 
is ready, and in April, 1759, the “Enquiry into the Present State of Polite 
Literature in Europe” is published. It bears no author’s name; but the ^ 
author, is well known. It is savagely attacked and highly praised. Lord ^ 
Macaulay; in his ungenial menioir of Goldsmith, says it is of little or no value. j| 
This may well be questioned ; but; whatever its value at the present, "it was,” 
as .Mr. Forster observes, “in advance of any similar effort in that day.” “It 
• possessed,” says Washington Irving, “ novelty in its views and wideness in its I j 
, scope, and being endued witli the peculiar charm of style inseparable from the 1 
author, it commanded public attention and a profitable sale.” At all events, it \ 
made a reputation for Goldsmith, and was the turning-point of his literal^' life, 
Publishers now sought him. Wilkie engaged him to write a weekly paper 
called “ The' Bee,” the first number of which appeared orf Saturday, the 6th ^ 
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October, i/SQ'i though it contained some charming articles, it had. an 
existence of but eight weeks. -At the ^me time, he was contributing to " The 
Busy Body,” and to "The Ladies’ Magazine."' Then John Newbery and 
Smollett enlisted him for "The British Magazine” and "The Public Ledger,” 
in the latter of which appeared the papers afterwards published in a collected 
form as " The Citizen of the World.” . Goldsmith now ventured to migrate from- 
his wretched lodging by Breakneck Stmrs to a decenter habitation in Wine 
Office Court Percy had befriended him ; and the great autocrat of literature, 
Dr. J-ohnson, was not insensible to the praise of Groldsmith, and spoke hand- 
somely of him in return. Nay, he even accompanied Percy, to sup with him on 
the 31 st of May, 1 ^ 01 — a white day in Goldsmith’s life, from which maybe dated 
a friendship that was only dissolved by death. In his new abode Goldsmith 
drudges away, still little better than a Grub Street hack, .with visions, how and 
then, 6 f going to .distant lands, and making a fortune by discoveries. We care 
not to inquire minutely into- that hack-work — essays, and sketches,- anrf 
biographies, often written under the pressure of the moment, and in the hours 
of sickness— for we find that his health was not proof against the miasiha of 
Loiidon garrets, and that he was obliged to go to Bath, where he fell in with 
Beau Nash, whom he made immortal by writing a very pleasant memoir of 
him for John Newbery. Next year he falls in with the wits that dropped daily 
into Tom Davies’, the bookseller of Russell Street, Covent Garden ; many of 
them to be more intimate associates, by-and-by, iii the Literary Club. At the’ 
eni^of thcyear he took lodgings in Islington, where he made the acquaintance 
of Hogarth, who, with Reynolds, often spent a convivial evening with him ; after 
which he would retire to his bedroom, and write a chapter of a work for his 
neighbour, John Ncwbeiy. Pleasant and light writing he foiind if, and as 
pleasant r-cading it proved, and still proves, to the world. Twas a " History of 
England in a Scries of Letters from a Nobleman to his Son.” which was after- 
wards converted into the charming "History of England" in two volumes 
^tavo. I was a great success, and the authorship was successively attributed 
o three literary noblemen. Oliver laughed at the mistakci and enjoyed the 
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dozen limes, and one chair is vacant. So much the better. Hawkins sat in it ; 
but his small mind was at once jealous’ of, and overawed by, Burke. Hawkins 
was insolent ; Burke demolished himj and the company snubbed him ; and so 
the “ unclubbablc man ” disappeared for ever. Who are the rest } All. eyes 
arc turned in one direction, all care are attent, and one man has put his trumpet 
to his car, lest he should lose a word. He has roundish, blunt features, and 
florid, full face, beaming' witli kindness; and, though his' eyes are guarded by 
large round spectacles, his expression is lively ^nd acute. That is Reynolds- 
the great painter, that even now gets one hundred guineas for a portrait — the 
founder of the club, and. ere long, to be a knight, the first President of the 
Roj'al Academy, ahd one -of the most memorable men of his time. Let our 
eyes follow with the others. They rest on two men. One, a great, ungainly, 
and obese figure ; a face of massive features, and hanging nether jaw; and the 
\'ast facial rotund is framed by a dishevelled wig, innocent of powder, meeting 
below the cars ; a rumpled neckcloth, not over'clean, whereon his double chin 
reposes — who, but the great Dr. Johnson, the dogmatist and the literaiy 
tyrant of his day, who rules his subjects with a rod of iron, and yet tempers 
ofttimes his savageness with a generous benignity ? Now he lolls, and now 
he lurches, heaving with the freight of great thoughts, which he dischaiges in 
big, sententious words, that roll along with a grand boom. He has roused 
up for the contest with bis neighbour — "That fellow (as he said) calls forth all 
my powers " — and, in the lavish prodigality of his intellectual strength, has 
undertaken to sustain a paradox, and challenges to the battle with no uncertain 
sound, tlie ominous — " Why, no, sir.” The other does not invite, while he does 
not shrink from the combat You see he is a formidable opponent, athletic 
and symmetrical; a countenance handsome in feature and dignified by the 
impress of intellect ; a brow expansive, yet at times shadowed and frowning 
with the workings of thought He replies witlj a grave and subtle logic and 
polished eloquence, and in tones whose not unpleasing Irish doric tell you it is 
Edmund Burice, the greatest statesman of his age, on whose words listening f 
senates are soon to hang in admiration; Now Johnson dashes at him witli his 
. whole weight, but Burke eludes the blow, and winds like a serpent round his 
r assailant It is a terrible battle, ICeen wit and strong Common sense, and J 
' profound learning and acute reasoning, are wielded with telling effect by the 
•two greatest talkers of their day.^ Good Dr. Nugent half in pride and half in 
\ terror, u'atclies each effort of his son-in-law. A tall, slight graceful man, who has 
i ■ scarcely seen six-and-hventy summers, sits beyond Johnson, and bends fonvard, 


• My distineuiihed-rrieiid. the Right Honourable James ^Vhileahle, in hi* brilliant lecture «" > 
ohsenied— " When it if said Johnsoq was the hot talker of hi* lime, h should be added. Surite. * 

Johnson was second to nny man in convenationai oonAict, except to our sreat poimicynun. If Biirl-e eeo. 

i. to the peneeutionaora Boswell, or ifanother Boswell could hare been found In the world, we might hare had ten voWnes or ^ 

Buike's talk of superior quality,” . „ ’ 

li -wn 
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as if hanging in delight on every word of his friend. His arms are crossed ^ 
upon his bosom, and his gold-mounted snuff-box lies on the table. Who can . . | 
mistake the aristocratic features, the gentle and smiling countenance of Bennet {j 
Langton, who is yet to succeed the great doctor in the chair of Ancient vg 
Literature in the Royal Academy ? By Langton’s side is his Oxford chum, ij 
the-eccentric Topham Beauclerk, one of the most delightful and accomplished ^ 
men of his day. What a handsome face! with a strong expression of the .]| 
Stuarts in it — a dash of arch mischief and the rakish air of one who " knows Jr 
the world:” he whose talents. Johnson said, he felt more disposed, to envy s 
than those of any man he had known. But all those talents and all the doctor's || 
love could not save him from an early death, though he would "walk, sir, to |[ 
the extent of the earth's diameto” to do so. Anthony Chamier is- there, too, ^ 
the friend of Beauclerk, a man of ranl^ and well-to-do in the world ; member ' n 
of Parliament for Tamworth, that is, and under-secretary of state, that is to be. g 
And last in our picture is our own dear " Noll,” the' delight, and the plague, and fl 
the butt of them all, decked out in the gaudy finery in which his simple heart ^ 
delighted ; his ugly yet most expre^ivc face, with “the frost-bitten bloom ” ' ^ 
upon it, beaming with delight, and watching now one combatant and now the \| 
other. The battle fSLgcs — U 

" Bfftwcll's gloHoas ravage batted full, ^ 

Yet our vast baa folk his mighty bull; l 

Kifw glides array In guttering volumes rolled, 1 

Notsr coils around in unrelenting fold. i 

Which shall prevail i the boldest wight would fear • "a 

Now to adjudge, as then to interfere. u 

y 'TwixtEurleeand Johnson, Jove himself is mute, j| 

/} l.est earth should nse to share in the disoute.”* .L 

% 1 

Hut not so Goldy. He flings himself between the combatants, blurts out | 

something that seems a blunder, but has a certain shrewd wit in it, neverthe- ^ 

V| less. The doctor roars him down with a—" Sir, your genius is great, but your ^ 

knowledge is small” Bcauderk launches one of his keen shafts of sarcasm at \ 

the offender, and is severely rebuked by Johnson, who will suffer no one but « 

}c him«lf to assail his /ro/^gr. ” Sir. you have often given me pain, not from' Jl 

the power of what you said, but from seeing your intention." But there is J 

f r neither bitterness nor jcalou.sy in the hearts of those friends— least of all, in Vi 

»[ tno^e of the mighty combatants. Burke, as he goes home with Langton, will ] 

r.ay to him. *• llo^v ver>* great Johnson has been to-night ; it is enough for me ^ 

to nave rung tne WI to him." And the doctor, when next day he meets a Mr. } 

James Bo-weli. a Scotchman who got introduced to him last year, and hangs S 

;j .iV.ut lum fav/ningly, and treasures all his w onis, will tell him what a great | 

.. .. 
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I \'aricty of knowledge, and store of imagerx-, and copiousness of language Mr. 

Burke has. “An extraordinary* mat\, sir!' His stream of mind is perpetual. 
H Take whatever topic you please, he is ready to meet you.’* 

4 . In sudi society time passed pleasantly enough, and the evening meetings 

at the Turk's Head were the compensations for many a day of privation ; for 
IL Goldsraitli was too imprudent, and his literary remuneration too precarious, to 
y be ever above want. We find hini borrowing money as freely from one friend 
U as he parts with it for tire necessities of another. Johnson seems to have taken 
W him into his care as tenderly as a fatlicr would take' a child, comiselling, and 
^ comforting, and keeping him as straight as he can. At last things have come to 
4 the worst. His landlady has arrested him for arrears of rent. Goldsmith has 
^ not a farthing, so he writes oft' to Johnson in his disb'css, beseeching his friend 
w to come and sec him. Johnson sends a guinea by the messenger, with a pro- 
mise to follow soon. So he docs, and finds Oliver ii\ a violent passion at the 
indignity, and cooling his rage wiUi a bottle of Madeira, into which he had 
converted the guinea. Noble, tender-hearted Johnson 1 he knew what it was to 
owe for his lodgings, and to be hurried away to a sponging-house. and to be 
relieved by a true friend — and swell a friend he is now. “ I put the cork into, 
the bottle," said he afterwards to Bt^wcll ; “ desired he would be calm, and 
began to talk to him of the means by which he might bo extricated." Gold- 
smith says he has a novel ready for the press, and shows it. “ I looked into it 
and saw its merits ; told the landlady I should soon return, and, having gone 
to a bookseller, sold it for £Cio. I brought Goldsmith the money, and he dis- 
charged his rent, not without rating the landlady in a high tone for having 
used him so ill." What that novel is we shall know hereafter ; now it lies 
amongst the bookseller's purchases, to bc> brought out when Goldsmith's name 
is before the world as a favourite, and is worth something on a title-page. 
That time is near at hand. The thoughts and experiences of his travel hn\*c. 



I’rospcct of Society, by Oliver Goldsmith, M.B." Assuredly it took the world 
by surprise, and even his own friends were of the number. What liigh philo- 
>»>phicrcfiectionl wh-vt life-like p.-»inting of nature, mor.il and physical! what 
exipiisite touches of pathos! what hcart-ycarinng.«; of human afiectlon ! and a!! 
clothed in verse so harmonious, in Uniiguagc .so .simple and yet so dignified ! 
Johnson pronounced it “a poem to which it would not be easvto find an.vthing 
H espial since the days of I’ope .and he read it to Miss Reynolds till she 
dtcl.ircvl tliat she would never again call Goldsmith ugly. Aiid I'ox sriid " it 
u ..s one of the finest poems in the Englkh language." And l^mgton awrrerl tlral 
the.e W.1S not a bad line in it. Then the critics began to praise k, and the 










.world to believe in the critics, and in a month there was a second edition, 
and soon after another, and then it made -its way into'- foreign tongue^ 
and got a world’s reputation. JDrr- Goldsmith became the fashion, 
and essays and nameless things of his were collected and reproduced, 
to’ the great benefit of the booksellers, and with little profit to the 
author. ' Oliver thinks that a fashionable poet may become a fashionable 
physician. ' He has removed to respectable chambers on the library staircase 
of the Temple ; and out he comes, on a fine'summer’s dayj in 1765, "in purple 
silk small clothes, a handsome scarlet' roquelaure, buttoned close under the 
chin, a full professional wig, a sword and cane,” to practise in higher regions 
than Bankside. But 'practice would' not come; and -somehow an apothccaty 
was thought a safer guide by one of his patients — a lady friend — and Oliver 
indignantly- declares he will prescribe no more for his friends. Then malicious 
Beaiiclerk retorts, " Do so, my dear doctor. Whenever you undertake to kill, 
let it be your enemies 1 ” Yes; ^ere is better work than feeling old ladies’ 
pulses. He wilTsoon feel the pulse of the whole world, as it throbs to his 
touch. • Frands' Newbery bethinks him of the novel that he paid ;^6o for; 
so he looks it up, sends it to the printing-office, and gives it to the public 
on the jzyth May, 1766:- "The Vicar of Wakefield.” To-day we look back 
with something like wonder at the slowness of Johnson’s appreciation of its 
merits. He told Reynolds he did not think it would have much success. W 
Possibly its utter simplicity made him undervalue it. " I looked into it,” he } 
said,, somewhat coldly, "and saw its merit” The world has been looking into it % 
ever since, and sees its merit — ^sees it more and more, as time goes on. Criticism 
has exhausted itself in its praise, in eveiy country and in every tongue. One 
only — a man whose genius had little in common with tliat of Goldsmith — has 
been found to subject it to an unjust analysis, and to censure it upon untenable 
objections. The unfriendly criticism of Lord Macaulay has been ably refuted 
by Mr. Whiteside, while he substitutes his own eloquent and genial estimate 
with a truth and force that command our heartiest assent But we have a 
higher criticism to adduce — the criticism by which all critics must ultimately 
be judged, and from whose judgment there is no appeal — the criticism of the 
people at large ; not of to-day, but of ail time ; not of one locality, but 
of every nation. Governed by no scholastic canons, testing by no artistic 
analyses, but guided by tlie instincts of the heart and the dictates of the Intel- 
lect, they pronounce a judgment abiding and irrc\’crsible, because .«slow ami 
matured. /I 

We pause not to record the hack-work which Gold.«!mith was si ill forced So f 
continue eran while greater things were in preparation. Hi.c miml w.-;.t 
turned towards the drama. He attended the theatrcis. .nui nrixcii niech in J 
convivial societies- and clubs, .studving life and nature in the i-f h‘-> 
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• hilarity. Thus the 'comedy of “The Good-Natured Man” was conceived, and 
in 1767 submitted to the judgment of Johnson, and other members of the 
Literary Club. Their verdict was favourable ; and Johnson offered to write the 
prologue, declaring it to be the best comedy that'had been written since "The 
Provoked Husband.” .An estrangement had taken place between Garrick — 
^ who was then manager of Drury Lane — and Goldsmith.; but kind Joshua 
Reynolds brought them together, at his own hospitable board, and reconciled 
them. Goldsmith gave the play to Garrick ; delays arose; .the manager spoke 
^ disparagingly of the play ; suggested alterations, whidi the author indignantly 
resisted, and finally transferred the piece to Colman, the manager of the rival 
theatre of Cqvent Garden. At last, on the 29th January, 1768, it was put on the 
stage. Every actor played as if to damn it, save Shuter ; and damned it would 
have been, but for his “ Croaker,” who^ inimitable humour carried - it safely 
^ through. Goldsmith, who had been in agonies throughout the performance, 
f overwhelmed him with thanks, and with a desponding heart hurried off to the 
I “Turk's Head," to disguise; in forced' merriment, his chagrin; but he broke 
‘ down when alone with Johnson, and burst into tears. It had a run of ten 

1 nights; then fitfully appeared at intervals; and,' despite of its merits, never 
became a stock piece for the stage, though it has ever been a favourite with the 
reader. But it paid Goldsmith better than better things, and at the end of the 
time he had ^500 in his pocket. Where worse could it have been ? From so 
unsafe a it ivas soon removed; ^^400 of it went to purchase chambers in 
Brick Court, Middle Temple ; the rest in fine furniture. Then followed enter- 
tainments and hilarious uproar, singing, dancing, and romping at blind-man’s 
buff, that scandalised the neighbourhood, and shook the ceiling of the room 
beneath, m which erudite Dr. Blackstone was then composing the fourth 
volume of his famous “Commentaries.” and, it maybe, considering whether the 
distracting tumult overhead came within the category of "common nuisances— 
such inconvenient or troublesome offences as annoy the whole community”— 
and, therefore, abateable by indictment; or only a "private nuisance"— as 

hcTwd of “>oa«-for which 

he should bnug lus artion at law. Judge Day, of the Irish Bench, who lived 

far into the days of the present s'eneratJon t-nlrl ena ? 

^ the hind recopLhe and Hen" 

« man, when students in the Temple. Goldsmith * ' good-natured oountiy- 

4 »o^Umdg«auayatcompi,aZ^a„d^“Z:^;?.“”“'^^ 
j lime, gatheriug arouud him ; for the King has l^v madZ^ “““'r 
i .^ncicnt Histor,- to the New Academy-fa aift a. h T* 

" lihe ruffles to one that wants a shirt" At rimes , ^““'"““> 5 ' observed. 

I City, and buried himself in the sedusion of hi. " 

l^ght mdes from toum. on the Ed^m KoadL Ther^" JS^’^thru^h 
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green fields and rural scenery— meditating on the social changes which the 
usurping march of wealth was cfiecting on the poor — ^he ^vas composing his 
immortal poem of "The Deserted Village.” His mindi too, was solemnised to 
tenderness by the recent death of his beloved brother Henry, to- whom his 
heart had ever turned with the "ceaseless pain” of home-love — that brother 
for wliom he had condescended to sue when he scorned to do so for himself or 
to hire out his pen to a political party. Father and brother had now both gone 
to a better world; they had for him no- existence on earth but in a loving 
memor)' — shadowy, but how beautiful ! And thus their individual personalities 
were blent together, in the poet’s fancy — as when 'one dreams of the dead — into 
one harmonious vision of ideal excellence : the “ pastor " of “ The Deserted 
Village.” But this is a labour of thought and time, as well aS of love; and, 
meanwhile, the man who flings away his earnings daily must work at what will 
give him, daily bread. Accordingly, he wrote the " History of Rome," and a 
biography of Parnell, and worked at his "Animated Nature" at intervals; 
alternating labour with pleasure as was ever his wont; enjoying the society of 
the charming family of the Horiiecks, "the Captain” and "Little Comedy," ^ 
and, above all, the sweet "jessamy Bride,” whose memory will be ever 
associated with his own. y 

On the 26th of May, 1770^ “The Deserted Village, a Poem, by Dr. Gold- ^ 
smith,” was published. Here is no hesitation as to its reception. The public | 
judgment anticipates the critic’s function. Praise is universal, and success j 
irnmediate. Within a fortnight there is a second edition, four within the month J 
of June, and a fifth in August "Even his enemies in the press,” says Mr. | 
Forster, "Were silent, and nothing interrupted the praise which greeted hini on J 
all sides.” Truly, they were great critics who praised it then — ^Johnson, and g 
Burke, and Gray-7-and in every age since great crjtios have affirmed the praise. || 
Goethe and his friends hailed it with transport Campbell, Scot^ Byron, are 
loud In eulogy. “The judgment,” siys Mr. Forster, "has since been affirmed jf 
by hundreds of thousands, and any adverse appeal is little likely now to b'e Jf 
lodged against it.” We wish this last sentence had been qualified in the recent ^ 
editions of Wfr. Forster’s work. Some years since, the silence was broken ; the ^ 
adverse appeal was lodged ; but the general judgment has not been reversed. J 
In a criticism as astutely censorious as It is palpably unsound, Macaulay has 
boldly arraigned the decision which a centuiy had confirmed. He arraigns the jf 
poem, not for false theories in political economy, but for “ an unpardonable fault 
which pervades the whole,” and by which " more discerning judges are shwked. 

He declares the " poet cannot be pardoned for describing ill ; for observing the ^ 
world in which he lives sO carelessly that his portraits bear no resemblance to « 
the originals ; for exhibiting; as copies from real life, monstrous^ TOmbinations ^ 
of things which never were, and never could be, found together. Admirable^^ 
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keenness of critical vision J For Lord Macaulay was reserved this notable dis- 
covery, that dudcd the eyes of - all his literary predecessors. The images that 
he sav/ v/cre distorted and incongruous, indeed, but it was because the medium 
through which he looked diffracted and dise»loureid them. They who went 
before used no spectacles, and they saw correctly. He put them on that he 
might sec better than they did, and so he saw what never existed. But the 
^ arraignment has been ansv/ered by an eloquent advocate. Mr. Whiteside thus 
« sums up his able defence : — ** I believe that critidsm to be erroneous. First 
to who are the discerning judges who arc shocked by the unpardonable fault 
which pervades the poem \ When did they shine ? What monstrous combi- 
nations of things has Goldsmith described, which never, wer^ or could be, found 
together ?' In othing so unsound in critidsm have I ever read. Must the poet fix 
time, and place, and locality for his poem? * * One single idea is presented by • 
the poet, which is v/rought out in the poem to perfeinion.” So let us pass from 
the criticism of Lord Macaulay. We do not think that it affected the fame of 
Goldsmith even momentarily. Despite the critids great name, that criticism 

f will be soon forgotten. Ere passing from- the subject, it is well to record 
a statement made not without authority, strongly illustrative of the character of 
Goldsmith, as it is h^hly honourable to him. Having received £ioo^ the price 
agreed for the poem, a friend remarked it was a great price (five shillings a 
^ couplet) for .so short a work. “I think so, too,” was the reply; “it is much 
more than the honest man can afford, or the piece is worth. I have not been 
easy .since I received it" So Goldsmith returned the mon^, desiring the 
pabiiiher to pay him when it should be ascertained what the poem was worth. 

In the summer of 1770 he paid a visit to Paris, in the company of the Hor- 
neckfi, to find, on his return, the intelligence of his mother's death awaiting him, 
and to turn again to the labour of his life;. His “Memoir of Parnell” had 
recently appeared, and he now produced an abridgment of his Roman History. 
Then followed his English History, in four volumes. All this time Goldsmith 
.'pent money zs fast as he got it. He was a " literary lion,” and associated with 
the r.'.b!« and v:iis of the day, getting venison from Lord Clare, and making 
i-“^ .irta! by h:.! poetical acknowledgment ; and, alas 1 loving the card- 
table too much, and smarting for it. He takes lodgings with a farmer, Selby, 
in Hv-ie Lar.-j.- off hw favourite Edgwarc Road, where he spends much of his 
time itfcl’.i.cg about the fields, composins his “ Animated Nature;” 


f 

I 

1 
if 

?! 

I 

'/r 


1 ,1.- # ^ . 


composing his ” Animated Nature;” and, with the 
nature working strongly in him, frequenting country fairs 
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jC ami mcrn*-makin{:s. anil show-booths and strolling players, and forgetting him- 
self back ini«> his early life ; ever ready, as of old, to relieve the needy, and to 


I 


V: 


alleviate hnnian misery. Let ns pass on. Goldsmith is again in town, labouring, 
earning, .spcjuiing ; dining and .supping out ; heedless, c.vtravagant, and always i>x 
debt— the epitome of Ixis life, from hi.s first emcigcncc from want in London to the 
\ last d:ty.s of his existence. 1 ‘he year 1773 is come, and he had presented to Col- 
i' man a comedy to which as yet he had given no name. The action was laid in a 
U eoi:nti>* village, and it abounded with such scenes and situations as Goldsmith 
had e.vpcrimental knowledge of in early life. The Covent Garden manager read 
it, and then he thought over it, and so months and months passed on, and yet 
|| he gave no decLsive answer. Goldsmith wrote in terms too pressing for further 
delay. “ I Iiave, an you know," he concludes his appeal, " a laige sum of 
money to make up shortly ; by accepting my play I can readily satisfy my 
M creditor that wa}‘ ; at any rate, I must look about to some certainty to be pre- 
pareii. I'or God's .sake, take the pkny, and let us make the best of it, and let 
me have the same measure at least which you have given as bad plays as 
mine." Colman returns the MS. with annotations of a very disparaging kind, 

(I ofTeriiig, however, to give the play a trial. Then Goldsmith, in hasty anger, 

^ .sends it to Garrick. Johnson intervenes, for he, and Burke, and Garrick have 
read the play and seen its merits ; he remonstrates with Colman ; the MS. is 
withdrawn from Garrick, and, after the usual difliculties with author, manager, 
and actors, out comes;, on the 15th of March, 1773, on the boards of Covent 
Garden, “She Stoops to Conquer.” Meantime his friends were determined to 
make failure impossible. “The Terence of England,” Richard Cumberland, 
has left us a humorous though probably exaggerated account of their prepara- 
tions : how they assembled at dinner at the Shakespeare tavern, under the 
presidency of the great Samuel Johnson ; how they laid their plans, assigned 
their posts to the claqueurs, and gave them their cues for their plaudits ; how 
the great doctor sat in the front row, witli all eyes on him, and when he 
laughed how everybody roared; how Adam Drummond, "with the most 
sonorous, and at the same time the most contagious laugh that ever echoed 
from human lungs,” was planted -in an upper box, and laughed in the right 
place and in .tlie wrong, to the manifest peril of the performance. But the piece i 
needed not the aid of these friendly conspirators. It was received by the 
audience "with the utmost applause.^’ Even the fastidious Horace Walpole, 
despite of his sneer,* was forced to accord a qualified praise. To-day we’ do 
hot wonder that it- carried all hearts along with it. Its humour, though broad 
and farcical, is neVer coarse; 'it is full- of vivacious -dialogue, the characters are 
ladihirably drawn and thoroughly natural, and the situations and ludicrous 

• When Walpole heard that Goldsmith called the play " She Stoops to Conquer”-" Sloops. he s " sohie 

does, that is, the Muse ; she is diueEcd up to the knees, and has inidged, 1 belleOe, from Southwar 
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incidents add great liveliness to the play, and produce' the happiest stage 
efTects. It had a run to the end of the season, was played by command, and 
realised for the manager between £400 and £500 in the - first three nights. 
.Then it appeared in the Haymarket, and the following winter at Covent 
Garden againi and so it has continued a favourite, and has come- down to our 
own days ’with, unimpaired popularity. A foolish affair arose out of Gold- 
smith’s success. Kenrick, his old enemy, assailed him anonymously in the 
“London Packet,” and introduced the name of the “Jessamy Bride.” Goldsmith 
caned Evans, the printer, supposing him to be the writer. Evans brought an 
action, which Goldsmith compromised, and wrote a clever -and spirited letter, 
maintaining that, while every man should be the .guardian of the press, he 
should “ endeavour to prevent its licentiousness becoming at last the grave of 
its freedorh.” A just and a noble sentiment, .which drew from Johnson the 
remark, " He has indeed done it very well, but it is a foolish thing well done.” 

One might now expect that with a reputation firmly established, a favourite 
poet, a popular novelist, a successful dramatist, the condition of Goldsmith, if 
not one of affluence, would assuredly have been that of comfort and freedom 
from care. Alas ! it was not so. Money for Goldsmith was less a release from 
debts than an incentive to extravagance. Increase of funds brought increase 
of expenditure. The attractions of club-life, the passion for all social pleasures, 
the love of dress, and it is to be feared the love of play — ^all these,, added to a 
nature reckless, improvident, generous even to squandering, and ever dis- 
posed to banish in present enjoyment the thoughts of the future, made him 
always poor— poorest often when he ivas acquiring most. Accordingly, his life 
II henceforth, apart from the drudgery of writing for daily necessities that arose 
as fast as they were satisfied, is to-be traced in the clubs which he frequented, 
ic nt dinners and festivities, often the delight, oftener the amusement of those 
around him. Through all these scenes we shall not pursue him. Tp what pur- 
pose should we do so ? If we see him in the Literary Club happy, thoughtless, 
uttering a thousand sprightly things, and as many silly ones, we see but the 
picture in the sunlight. We must look at it with the shadows faUing around it, 
\ sobering, and saddening, and darkening it We must follow him home, to find 
If him struggling under the almost hopeless pressure of the difficulties whidi his 

iU own imprudence was perpetually creating; writing books, not for 

to complete the contract, the price of which he had already r 
expended, and projecting new labours upon the orooosed 

t 

i 


perpetually creating; writing books, not for money, but 

received and 
upon the proposed execution of which 
money in ad%-ancc. Thus it was that he toiled on at his 
llii'torj' of Animated Nature* 


to raise 


was published in 1774— a work which, 
with ah Its fauli.s and they arc many. - presents.” as'Sir Walter Scott obsen.'es. 
- 1.. the ordinaiy reader a general and interesting view- of the subject, couched in 
the clearest and mo^t beautiful language, and aboundimr with excellent 



beautiful language. 
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and illustrations.” This brought him no money ; the price-was paid and spent 
long ago ; and so. in tiie meantime, the wants of the hour were supplied by his 
Grecian Historj'i at which he wrought from day to day. He projected, too, a 
“ Popular Dictionary of Arts and Science” to which Johnson; Burke, Re3'nblds, 
and Dr. Burney promised to contribute but the publishers will not advance a 
farthing upon it, for they had but little dependence upon the industrj- and per- 
severance of Goldsmith for so great an undertaking. Then, sick at heart and 
despairing, he falls Ijack upon Garrick, and offers to alter an old comedy and 
write a new one. Some time, too, before this, his friends endeavoured to pro- 
cure a pension for him from the Go\’emment Johnson had most deser\’edly 
obtained one, and so had Murphy and Kelly upon merits more questionable ; 
and it n'as hoped that the claims of literature would be acknowledged irrespec- 
tive of the considerations of party. But such claims were ' disregarded ; 
Goldsmitli lay under the bah of political independence. " He had refused to 
become a Alinisterial hack when offered a carte blanche by Parson Scott, tlie 
Cabinet cmissarjV’ Sir John Hawkins called him an idiot for his conduct^ and 
so thought the wise men in power. Pensions are not for fools ; so thej^ left him 
to his folly, poor and unpensioned. 

We approadi tlie end. It is terrible to look into tlie last days of Goldsmitli's 
life : joj’less dissipation to stifle mental anguish ; the weariness and depression 
of that drudgerj' which “lowers the spirits and lacerates the ner\'es” of the 
litcrarj' man, toiling at his labour “ when the heart is not in unison Avith tlie 
work upon which it is emploj'ed." Bewildered, disheartened, desperate, j'et 
hiding from the true friends tliat would aid him the extent of his embarrass- 
ments, he at last forms the resolution to sell his chambers in tlie Temple, 
abandon the town, and seek in the retirement of his favourite Hyde, whither 
he had now fled, quiet henceforth for his distracted mind, and some chance of 
retrenchment of his expenses. Alas! it was not to be. His mind iras now 
diseased beyond ministration. The struggle iras killing him. He became 
ncr\-ous, absent, irritable, and strangely moody amongst tliose social scenes into 
which he rushed in the N-ain hope of flj-ing from himself. His companions 
notice all this— notice it often, it is to be feared, but to make him the object of a 
thoughtless banter or pungent jest, that must have wrung the gentle and 
loving heart that they knew not was breaking. It was at one of those meetings 
at St James's Coffee-house that the last sportive sally against Goldsmith stung 
him into a retort that showed how bright was still the fire of that genius, whidi 
suffering could not dim, and death alone could extinguish. The mind evokes 
that festive .scene to-day with a feeling of profound sadness. The quips, and 
jibes, and jests of the witty men fall flatly upon our senses ; tlie laughter at the 
'[ tar.lily-.arrived and moody guc.st sounds like a painful discoiri on our ears ; and 
all w.r feelings and sympathies settle upon that poor heart-broken and kindly- 

axxvui 
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soulcd mnn, whoi seeking' coinpiinionship to biinish Ins sorroWiis greeted by the 
biller pleasantry- of Garrick’s lines. Docs ho not feel the unkindly ridicule of 
one whose fricnd.ship had never been over-cordial ? Aye, keenly. And one of 
the parly tolls us he wa.«; " ralher sore," and looked around to see if there was 
any other hand to fling a shaft at him. But no ponderous distich rolled from 
the manly-hearted John.son ; no epigram from the classic Burke. Goldsmith 
grows very' thoughtful, for his spirit is wounded ; he will not reply — not now, 
but hcrcaflcr ; he is silent, till the friendly eulogy of Cumberland agitates him, 
and makes him deprecate a kindness when he scorns to complain of an attack. 
At home in his lonely' chamber he meditates upon his revenge. Revenge ! the 
veiy word seems unsuited to his nature. He retaliates with a power that shows, 
with all his gentleness and love, he is not to be assailed with impunity. At 
intcr\’a]s (and what moments of depression, and sickness, and anguish must have 
■ intcr\*cncd between those intervals !) he composed that brilliant " Retaliation,” 
which lay' unfinished on the desk when his spirit had passed away : a poem 
which raises the genius of its author to a higher ground in the estimation of 
posterity than it would otherwise have occupied, as, had he lived, it would 
undoubtedly have placed him in a higher position amongst his companions — 
the safe butt for jokes no more, but the formidable intellect which, however 
slow to resent, it was not safe to provoke. If a vindication of his genius, wit, 
depth of observation, and fine perception of character were needed to protect 
his own from the depreciation of those wise ones in their own conceit, who 
would call him fool, he has furnished in the poem of " Retaliation ” a vindica- 
tion the most complete. How fine is his revenge upon Garrick I — the ven- 
geance of a Christian gentleman. What coals of fire does he heap upon the 
head of his assailant! with what critical judgment does he praise!, with 
what a true aim does he thrust home upon the failings of his character 1 
Sharp and trendiant is the wound, but the sting has no poison in it. If 
"wronged affection” wrung from- him the satire that was all the sharper for its 
truth, we can understand with what unalloyed pleasure he portrayed that 
most amiable of men, Sir Joshua Reynolds. It is a consolation to know that 
the last lines he ever wrote were those of commendation and of love. Let us 
go back a little. It is the month of March, i774* Goldsmith is again in town, 
ill with a low fever and a complaint of some standing. He struggles against 
his ailments, and wishes to be the club in Gerrard Street on the 25th. 
Before evening he is seriously indisposed, with febrile pulse and violent head- 
ache. A kindly surgeon-apothecary and a skilful physician prescribe but he 
rejects their remedies, and adheres obstinately to his own. Then he p-ows 
worse. Another physician is 'called in ; a week of conflict with the disease 
ensues ; at one time there is a strong hope of recoveiy ; but more than bodily 
disease is at work ; he cannot sleep, he cannot take nourishment, he grows 
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weaker and weaker. “Your pulse,” says Dr. Turton, « is in greater disorder 

than it should be, from the degree of fever which you have. Is yotir mind at 
easel” The curt answer justifies the sagacious physician’s fear^ and reveals 
what is killing him, ” No, it is not.” Words never revoked, for he never spoke 
again ; words that leave with us a feeling of permanent sorrow ; the last confession , 
wrung from the troubled spirit of him who, in his day, had soothed many an 
aching heart, had instructed and charmed all who came within the sphere of 
his influence. The rest may be shortly told. Let us do so in the words of Sir 
A James Prior ” At twelve o’clock on Sunday night, the 3rd of April, he was in 
^ a sound and serene sleep, perfectly sensible previous to falling off; his- respira- 
tion easy, the skin moist and.warm, and the symptoms altogether of a favourable 
description. A little before four o’dock, the gentleman in attendance^ Mr. 
Hawes not being then employed, was summoned, in consequence of an 
unfavourable change; he found him in strong convulsions, which continuing 
v/ithout intermission, he expired about half-past four on Monday morning, the 
4th April, 1774.” • , . . ' ' 

So passed away from the world, in the prime of life;, in the full vigour of 
intellect, one of the greatest geniuses of his country and his day — a man whose 
fame and popularity have been daily growing deeper, wider, firmer, in the affec- 
tions of mankind and the literature of England. No public obsequies attended 
' him to his grave, no costly monument marked the spot of his sepulture ; but 
he went to his last resting-place honoured with the tears of Burke, the profound 
, sorrow of Reynolds, and the strong emotion that shook with grief the manly 
heart of Johnson. Mourners, too, he had, such as the wealthy and the great 
cannot purchase— moumeis unbought and unpurchasable, save by the generous 
hand and the benevolent heart that were now cold in death. "The staircase of 
Brick Court,” writes Mr. Forster, with genuine pathos, “is said to have been 
filled with mourners the reverse of domestic: women without a home — ^without 
domesticity of any kind — ^with no friend but him they had come to weep for ; out- 
h ®'*'**® great. solitar>', wicked city, to whom he had never forgotten to be 

^ kind and charitable," Mourners, too, gentle and loving, whose happy domestic 
^ hearths will miss his cheering presence and his unabated love— mourners 
who-c love pursues him to the confines of the grave— who crave that the coffin 
ft may be again opened to obtain a lock of his hair, to treasure it to the end of a 
!or.'4 life.’’ They laid him to rest, in the Temple burial-ground, on the 9th of 
jl .\pr;!. 1774. vrijen the sun was low in the west. A stone placed in recent 
time, records hi- name and the date of his death ; but none can say that it is 
laid over h:3 remains, for the spot where he was interred is unknown. A 
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only exliibited great ^•ariet>* and excellence, but earned the unusual distinction ^ 
of being equally admired in poetrj- and in prose." In cacli of' these depart- . | 
ments of literature, so rarely united in a high degree of merit in the same ,i 
individual, Goldsmitli attained to eminence. . As a prose writer, he combined— Jl- 
u-ifli tire graces of a stj-le that charms by its elegance, its simplicitj-, and its |f 
puritj* — sentiments refined without false delicacy, pathos that was never over- ^ n 
'tt-rought, and humour tlrat v\*as ne\’er forced ; a moralist witliout hypocrisy, a j . 
teacher without pedantr\% a reformer wMiout intolerance, and a satirist without ^ 
bitterness. As a poet, we must assign him a liigher place still — ^perhaps the to 
highest in tliat class which he may be almost said to have created in England. || 
In power of description, whether it be the delineation of nature or of humanity, H 
he is a master; his paintings are all portraits— true, xngorous, characteristic, ‘w 
and. finished, with die most effective arrangement .of light and shade, of M 
ivarmth and colour. Here, too, as in his prose, he exhibits his great master}- ^ 
over tlie passions ; stirring our hearts with tlie deepest pathos, and moving us 
with the liveliest humour ; all welling up, unbidden and unrestrained, from the S 
> sensibilities of a finely70Tganised and imaginati\*e nature^ In the finish and 
harmony of his versification he is inferior to none.; and he rises at times to a 
I sublimitj* of thought and a grandeur of diction that is equal to the best There 
^ is no poet who holds a wider and a firmer grasp of the sympathies, the afiec- ^ 
tions, and tire intellect of ever}* class of readers. Wnulo we cannot place him W 
in the highest rank as a dramatist, it must be admitted that he produced one 9 
of the most successful comedies of his day, abounding in happy strokes of wit, , 

) sprightly dialogue, admirable delineation of diaractcr, and humour which, 

I though broad and fardcal, is never gross or licentious. To sum up in the words } 

^ of Johixson: — ^“Wlxethcr, indeed, we take him as a poet, as a comic writer, or as.jjp 
an historian, he stands in the first .class. He dcscr\'’cd a place in Westminster U'' 
Abbey ; and everj' year he lived would liax-e deserved it better." jl 

And of the man. too, we must speak. Let us do so in truthfulness, yet in W 
love. If ever there was one by whose virtues and merits the world has been the « 
gainer, while his faults and his foibles have chiefly injured himself, that man was ^ 
Vf Oliver Goldsmith. Neither in his own day nor in ours have there been wanting ^ f 
« those who have exaggerated his failings and his follies. Garrick has described { 
fc him— let us hope, more in the spirit of playful satire than with a conviction of 
.r its truth — as ' I 

jl " Sthoiar, raVc, Chrialian, ilupe, gamester, ami {locl ; ” K 

jh while MacauKiy, with no friendly pen, has written that "he wa.s vain, sensual. ^ 
frivolous, profuse, improvident.” Scholar and poet he was ; and Christian, too, 
let none be hardy enough to deny him to have been in whom so many & 
Christian virtues shone out. That he was a rake, we have no evidence; and 
X there is tnuch in his character to lead us to beliew the contrarx-. With still less 
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justice can he be accused of sensuality; for he ^vas moderate^ and often abste- 
mious, in the enjoyments' of the table, and rarely exceeded in the use of wine. 
That he was vain is true — tlie vanily of the child, who knows not, in his sim- 
plicit}'; how to conceal the foible tliat the grown man of the world cherishes but 
hides. That he was a dupe, is true also — to the shame of those who duped a 
candid and trutliful nature ; and it cannot be denied that the Jove of excite- 
ment, and not the spirit of avarice drew him often to the gambling-table. 
Nor can the honest biographer acquit him of improvidence, recklessness, and 
profuseness : these, indeed, were liis most grievous errors from which he never 
extricated -himself through life, and which brought -him -prematurely to his 
. grave. This is tlie sum of -the charges that can be brought against him. He 
had no envy, for it is an error to call that envy which was- the exhibition of 
an over-honest nature, that could not conceal the pain of slighted merit. 

“ If that' was envy, onvy.-ne’er before 
So much the lool; of lyronged affection wore;- 
And ne'er did bee such golden Jioney bring. 

To ruder hands— yet, unithing, leave no sting."* 

And his virtues ? Shall not they be taken into account, in' striking the balance 
and forming our estimate? Benevolent^ generous, loving,- and forgiving; 
frank, and true, and simple; with an independent spirit, that Sfcomed to prosti- 
tute his genius to power, or to barter the liberty of a poor but free man for the 
ease of a pensioned slave. Let us think of all this, and- think how lovable he 
must have been, when we know how much and by whom’ he was beloved. 
"Think of him,” said Thackeray, "reckless, thriftless, vain; if you like; 'but 
merciful, gentle, generous^ full of love and pity. He passeS' out of our life, and 
gfoes to render his account beyond it Think of the poof pensioners, weeping 
at his grave ; think of the noble spirits that admired and deplored him ; think 
of the righteous pen that wrote his epitaph, and of the wonderful and unani- 
mous response of affection with which the world has- paid back the love he gave 
it : his humour delighting us still ; his song fresh and beautiful as when first 
he charmed with it; his words in all our mouths ; his very weaknesses beloved 
and familiar. His benevolent spirit seems to- smile upon us ; to do gentle kind- 
nesses ; to succour with sweet charity; to soothe; caress, and forgive; to plead 
with the fortunate for the unhappy and the poor." "Let not his frailties 
be remembered,” said Dr. Johnson; “he’ was a very great man." "Let them 
be remembered," says Waslrington Irvirjg, “since their tendency is to endear.” 

We would say, in what we believe a fitter spirit than either, Let them be 
remembered in regretful love, while we think, with grateful admiration, of bis 
virtues and 'his genius ; and acknowledge how surpassingly great he would 
have been with a more regulated mind and a stronger nature. ^ 

• “Sl. StephMi'^," p. 

xliii 


In closing this brief memoir, I have to acknowledge my obligations to the 
biographers that preceded me, and whose labours in the field have left but little 
for me to glean after them. The accurate and exhaustive volumes of Sir J ames 
Prior must be considered as the foundation upon which all subsequent biogra- 
phies of Goldsmith have been built up. The genius of Irving has invested 
every well-known incident with picturesque attraction ; while the philosophic 
and discursive work of Mr. Forster is deservedly popular. My task has been 
chiefly that of condensation and. selection. If I have corrected an occasional 
error, or added one or two facts to the stock of former knowledge, I shall not 
have written in vain. - • 


JOHN, FRANCIS WALLER. 
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JL classic^ in the largest sense of the word. Like the 
wonderful masterpiece of De Foe, it is a life-like 
fiction so true to man’s ntiture, in its strength and its v’r^. -j' jf 
^ weakness, its virtues and its errors, its trials and its vf 
triumphs, its sori^ows • and its joys, tliat it attracts cvcrj* / 
humari ^’mpathy,-.and has become a part of our literature, 
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[' as permanent .as it is widely diffused. We may not predicate ^ time' wh'en 

1 . it shall cease to be read, or a class' or an age which it shall not instruct 
and delight. It charms the boy to-day, as it delighted Goethe throughout life. > 
It would be easy to multiply the testimony which great writers"’ in every 
countfy. have borne to the charms of this composition ; but it is needless. 
We can \vell understand how, notwithstanding the fears of Dr. Johnson, this 
tale stole silently upon, the world without the eulogy of critics or the apprecia- 
^ tion of wits; till it struck its roots deep into the soil of the English heart, and 
I became perennial. Faults it has, but th^ are few and trifling — ^forgotten in 
1 the charm of style and sentiment by all save -the critic. .Richardson, Fielding, 
y and Smollett, command now not one reader for every hundred .who read this 
tale of Goldsmith. _ This need hot' ex(dte oiir wonder.. He, paints Nature as 
j truly .as any of them, but without the sententious formality, and wearisome 
particularity of the first, or the' coarseness and pruriency of the others. 

“.The Vicar of Wakefield” is a' domestic epia Its herd is a-countiy 
\ parson— simple, pious, and .pure,hearted— a humorist in his way, a little vain 
of his learning, a- little proud of his fine farnily — sometimes father sententious, 
.never pedantic, and a dogmatist only on the one favourite topic of monogamy, 
A- which crops out now and .then above the surface of his character only to give 
fl It a new charm. Ite world is a rural district, beyond whose limits' the action.’ 
1 1 ‘y passes, and that only on great occasions. Domestic affections and- joys, - 
^ its Uttle famngs, cluster around the 

^ ‘ ‘"^ade its holiness' and 

1 1 •" suffering; and we have the hero, 

I I land' of Uz, when the Lord “put forth his 

i and Wh"h oatiei? had," mating each new affliction Jth meekness 

n FT ^ reliance upon God, till 

I mor^Utreng^tl * suffering becomes the highest ele^^tipn of his - 

f ♦ ,‘=harming work we see the moral nature of Goldsmi'th more 

f tnmslucently than in anything- else that he has written^hat 
A honest, unsophisticated nature, full of truth and hope anrinJ^ 

5 unsordid .and unselfish, improvident yet resilient ^ chanty, 

rebound the moment thkt the pressure TremoveTfrom 5 
w the talc flows gracefully, easilv alono- ae e r n spirit, and then 

Y through-a varied landscape, now calmly over th^i^dSis^^ 

« lously between rocks and wooded hills.^now in iLh? ^ “eadow, now troub- 
JL always clear and pure, reflecting the ^ shadow, but 

I H J have ^ “• 

I pungency of a pleasant acid, without one drop of V, ’ but the 

& the simplest, the slyest: wit that SDarkl«.Q i:i,- T j ’ the quaintest, 

4 1 its way right to the heart and with all and abovl '^ 

I delineating the foibles that make one smil,. exquisite poiver of 

the eye moist : all these render •• The 'Vncar'*!^rw fortitude that makes 

j[ the most lovable, the most imperishable of novels.^^^^*" ** readable, 

NoTr.>Thc fifth edition has been adopted in the present publication. 









wear well. 


CHAPTER L 

« 

THE DESCRIPTION' OF THE FAMIJiY OF \VAKEFIEr.D, W WHICH A KtHDKED LIKEHESS 
PREVAILS, AS WELL OF HIXOS AS OF PERSONS: ' 

opinion that the honest 'man who mar- 
brought up a large family, did more service 
tlian iie who continued single and only .talked of 
population. From this motive, I had scarce taken 
orders a )’’ear, before I began to think seriously of matri- 
niony, and chose my wife as she did her wedding-gown, 
not for 'a fine glossy surface, but such qualities as would 
wear well. To do her justice, she was a good-natured notable woman-; 
and as for breeding; there were few country ladies who could show 
more. . She could read any English book without much spelling ; but 
for pickling, preserving, and cookery none could excel her. She 
prided herself also upon being an excellent contriver in housekeeping, , 
though I could never find that we grew richer -with all her con- 
trivances. ... 

However, we loved each other. tenderly, and our fondness increased c 
as we grew old. There was, in fact, nothing that could make us 
angry with the world or each other. We had an eli^;ant house, ^ 
situated in a fine country, and a good neighbourhood. The year was i 
spent. in moral or rural amusement; in visiting our rich neighbours, J 
and .relieving such as were poor. We had no revolutions to fear, nor ^ 
fatigues to. undergo ; ail our adventures were by the fireside, and all ^ 
our migrations from the blue bed to the brown. 
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As we lived near the' road, we often had the .traveller or stranger 
•visit us to taste our gooseberry-wine, for which -we had great reputa- 
tion; andl profess, with the veradtj'of an historian, that I nex^er 
knew one of Uiem find fault with it Our cousins, too, even to the 
fortieth remove, all remembered their affinity, without any help from . 
the herald’s office, and came very frequently to see us. Some of them 
X did us no great honour by these claims of kindred ; as we had die 
1 blind, die maimed, and the halt amongst die number. However, my 
wife always insisted diat, as they were the' same jffes/t and ,6/ood, they 
^ should sit widi us at die same table. So that if we had not verj*^ rich, 
we generdly had verj’; happy friends. about us; for diis remark will 
hold good dirough life, that the . poorer die guest die better pleeised he 
ever is with being treated ; and as some men gaze widi admiradon at 
the colours of a tulip, or the wing of a butterfly, so I was by nature an 
admirer of happy human faces. However, when any one of our 
relations was found to be a person of a. very bad character, a trouble- 
some guest, or one we desired to get rid of, upon his leaving my 
house, 1 ever took care to lend hiin a riding-coat, or a pair of boots, 

; or sometimes an horse of small value, and I always had the satisfaction 
of finding he never came back to return them. By tiiis die house 
was cleared of such as we did not like ; but never was the family 
of AYakefield known to turn the traveller or die poor dependent out 
of doors. - - ~ 

H Thus we lived several years in a state of much happiness ; not but 
q' that we sometimes had those little rubs whidi Providence sends .to 
|| enhance the value of its favours. My ordiard was often robbed by 
school-boys, and my wife's custards' plundered by the cats or the 
1| children. The Squire would sometimes fall asleep in the most 
A pathetic parts of my sermon, or his lady return my wife’s civilities at 
church with a mutilated courtesy. But we soon got ov^ the 
uneasiness caused by such accidents, and usually in diree or four days 
ft began to wonder how they vexed us. 

q children, the oftspring of temperance, as they were educated ■ 

li without softness, so they were at once well-formed and healthy : my 
r sons hardy and active, my daughters beautiful and bloominsr. When 
1 ' 




ji 1 stood in .the midst of the little circle, which promised to be the 
supports of my declining age, 1 could not avoid repeating tlic famous 
d story ot Count Abensberg, who, in Henrj^ the Second’s progress 
X iUroui;h Germany, while other courtiers came with their treasures, 
■» 


» 


4 



brought his thirty-two children, and presented them to his sovereign as 
■the most valuable ofTering he had to bestow. ’In this manner, though 
I had but six, I considered them, as 'a very valuable present, made to 
my country, and consequently looked upon it as my debtor. Our 
eldest son was named Geoige, after his uncle, who left us ten thousand 
pounds. Our second child, a girl, I intended to call after her aunt 
Grissel; but my wife, who during her pregnancy had been reading 
romances, insisted upon her being called Olivia. In less than another 
year we had another daughter, and now I was determined that Grissel 
should b6 her name ; buti a rich relation taking a fancy to kand god 
mother, the girl was, by her directions, called Sophia ; so that we had 
two romantic names in the family ; but I solemnly protest I had no 
'han4 in it. Moses was our next, and after an interval of twelve years 
we had two sons more. 

It would be fruitless, to deny exultation when I saw my little ones 
about me ; but the vanity and the satisfaction of my wife were even 
greater than mine. When our visitors- would say, “Wdl, upon my j,} 
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word, Mrs. -Primrose, you have the 'finest children in the whole 
country,” — “ Ay, neighbour,'' she would answef, “ they are ^ H'eaven 
made them, handsome enough, if they be good enough ; for handsome 
I is, that handsome does.” And then she would bid the girls hold up 
their heads ; who, to conceal nothing, ‘were certainly very handsome. 

> Mere outside is so very trifling a circumstance with me, that I. should 

( scarcely have remembered to mention it, had it not .been a general 
topic of conversation in the country. Olivia, now about eighteen, had 
that luxuriancy of beauty,' with which painters generally draw Hebe ; 
open, sprightly, and .'commanding. ' Sophia’s . features were . not 

I triking at .first,' but often did more- certain execution; for they were 
oft, modest, and alluring. The one^vanquished by a single blow, the 
)ther by efforts- successfully repeated. 

- The temper of a woman is generally formed from the tiirn of her 
features; at least it was so with my daughters. Olivia wished for 
many lovers ; Sophia to secure one. Olivia was often affected from 
too great a desire to please ; Sophia even repressed- excellence, from 
her fears to offend. The one entertained me with her vivacity when I 
■was gay, the other with her sense when I was serious. But tliese 
qualities were never carried to excess in either, and I have often seen 
them exchange characters for a whole day together. A suit of mourn- 
ing has transformed my coquet into a prude, and a new set of rib'antis 
has given her younger sister more than natural vivacity. My eldest' 
son, George, was bred at Oxford, as I intended him for one of the 
learned professions. My second boy, Moses, whom I designed for 
business, received a sort of miscellaneous education at home. But it 
is needless to attempt describing the particular characters of young 
people that had seen but very little of the world. In short, a family 
likeness prevailed through all, and, properly speaking, they had but 
w one character — that of being all equally generous, credulous, simple, 
jl and inoffcjisive. 
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CHAPTER II. 

rAMII.V .MI.SFORTUKC.<;.~.THIi WSS OF FORTUNE ONLY SERVES TO INCREASE THE 

FRIDE OP THE WORTHY. 

temporal concerns of our family were chiefly gom- 
mitted to my wife's management; as to the spiritual, 
^ entirely under my own direction. The 

profits of my living, which amounted to but thirty-five 
pounds a year, I made over to the orphans .and widows 
clergy of our diocese; for, having a fortune of my 
*“ own, r was careless of temporalities,* and felt a Secret 

pleasure in doing my duty without reward. I also set a resolution 
of keeping no curate, and of being acquainted - with every man in the 
parish, exhorting the married men to temperance, and the bachelors ' 
to matrimony ; so that in a few years it was a common saying, that 
there were three strange wants at Wakefield — a parson wanting pride, 
young men wanting wives, and alehouses wanting customers. 

Matrimony was always one of my favourite topics, and I wrote 
several sermons to prove its happiness ; but there was a peculiar tenet 
which I made a point of supporting : for I maintained, with Whiston, 
that it was unlawful for a, priest of the Church of Engfland, after 
the death of his first wife, to take a second ; or, to express it in one 
word, .! valued myself upon being a strict monogamist. . 

I was early initiated into this important dispute, on which so many 
laborious volumes have been written. I published some tracts upon 
the subject myself, which, as they never sold, I have the consolation of 
thinking were read only by the happy few. Some of my friends called 
this my weak side ; but,' alas 1 they had not, like me, made it the sub- 
ject of long contemplation. The moye I reflected upon it, the more 
important it appeared. I even went 'a step beyond Whiston in 
displaying my principles : as he had engraven upon his wife’s tomb 
that she was the- wife’ of. William Whiston, so I wrote a. similar 
..epitaph for my wife, though still liying, in which I extolled her 
prudence, economy, and obedience till death ; and having got it copied 
fair, with an elegant frame, it was placed over the chimney-piece, 
where it answered several very useful purposes. It admonished 
my wife of her duty to me, and my fidelity to her ; it inspired her with 
a passion for fame, and constantly put her in mind of her end. 









The Vicar of Wakefield, 


II was llius, perhaps, from hearing marriage so often, recommended, 
that my eldest son, just upon leaving college, fixed his affections upon 
the daughter of a neighbouring clergyman, who was a dignitary in the 
Church, and in circumstances to give her a large fortune;* but fortune 
was her smallest accomplishment Miss Arabella Wilinot was 
allowed by all (except my two daughters) to be completely pretty. 
Her youth, health, and innocence were still, heightened by a com- 
plexion so transparent, and such a happy sensibility of look, as even 
age could not gaize on with indifference. As Mf. Wilmot knew that 
I could make a very handsome settlement on my son, he was not 
averse- to the matth ; so both families liVed together in all that 
harmonj' which generally precedes' an. expected alliance. Being 
convinced, bj^ experience, that the days of courtship are the most 
happy of our lives, I. was willing enough to lengthen the period; and 
tlic various amusements which the young couple every day shared in 
each other's company seemed to increase their passion. We were / 
generally awaked in the morning by music, and on ..fine days rode 
a-hunting. The hours between breakfast and dinner the ladies 
devoted to dress and study ; they usually read a page, and then ^ 
gazed at themselves in the .glass, which even philosophers might own ' 
often presented the page of greatest beauty. At dinner my wife 
took the lead ; for, as she always insisted upon carving everything ^ 
herself, it being her mother’s way, she gave us, upon these occasions, I 
the history of every dish. When we had dined, to prevent the ladies j 
leaving us, I generally ordered the table to be removed ; arid some- 
times, with the music-master’s assistance, the girls^ would give. us a || 
very agreeable concert. Walking out, drinking tea, country dances, S 
and forfeits,' shortened the rest of the day, without the assistance of J 
cards, as I hated all manner of -gaming, except backgammon, at which A 
my old friend and~I sometimes took a twopenny hit. Nor can I here ^ 
pass over an ominous circumstance, tliat happened the last time we || 
played together; I only wanted .to fling a quatre, arid yet I threw 
deuce ace five times running. . ' U 

• Some months were elapsed in this manner, till at last it was thought ft 
convenient to fix a day for the nuptials of the young couple, who. y 
seemed earnestly to desire it. During the preparations for the ^ 
wedding I need not describe the-busy importance .of my wife, nor the ^ . 
sly looks of my -daughters : in fact, my attention was fi-xed on another H 
object, the 'coiripleting' a tract which I intended shortly to publish 
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deience- of my favourite principle. As I looked upon ' this as a 
master-piece, both for; argument and styl^, I could not, jn the pride, of' 
my heart, avoid showing it to my old friend, Mr. Wilmot, as I made 
no doubt of receiving his approbation: but not till, too late L dis- 
covered that he was most violently, attached to the 'contrary opinion,* 
and with gtiod reason ; for he was at that -time .actually courting 
a fourth wife. This, as may be expected, - produced a dispute 
attended with' some acrimony,, which' threatened' -.to interrupt our 
intended alliance ; but, ‘ on the day before that appointed fpr the 

cereinony, we ^eed to' discuss the subject at-large. ‘ 

It was managed with proper spirit on both sides ; he asserted that. I 
was heterodox ; I retorted the charge.: he replied; and I rejoined. In 
the mean time, while the controversy was hottest, I was called out by . 
one of my relations, who, with a face of concern, .advised me to give up 
the dispute, at least till my son’s wedding was over. » How ” cried I 
‘‘relinquish the cause of truth, and let him be a husband,' already 
driven to the very verge of absurdity ? You might as well advisfe me 
to give up my fortune as. my argument.” « Your fortune/’, returned 
my friend, “ I 4m now sorry to inform you, is. almost nothing. The 
merchant m town, m whose hands your money was lodged, has gone 
off to avoid a statute of bankruptcy, and is thought not to have left 

^ ™ unwilling to shock you or the family 
with the account till after the wedding; but now it may serve to 

« argument; for I suppose your own 

necessity of dissembling, at least till your son 
has the young lady s fortune secure.” “ Well,” returned I - « if whaf 
you tel mo be tru^uud if I ^ be abegga.;’it^rnti-' ml/me 
a rascal, or induce me to disavow my princioles I’ll cm 

I und inform the company of my ci/u'mSj. t/d S ft TZ 

o.-tpression." ” “V sonoe of the 

It would be endless to describe* A'er 
[ families, when I divulged the news of our sensations of both 

j felt was slight to what the lovers apneared’f^'^'?^ ’ 

II ■'riio seemed before sufficient] V inclii7^ «. i Mr. Wilmot, 

I this blow soon determrn^d'^n" h^ ™ ^ 

^ prudence, too often the only one that is loft P®*’^®ction, which was 
^ us at seventy-two. 



to 
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CHAPTER' III. 

A MTGRATIOX. — THE FORTUNATE CIRCUMSTANCES OF OUR LIVES ARE’ GENERALLv' 
FOUND AT 1-AST TO BE OK OUR OWN PROCURING. ’ 

I 

^ of our family now -was, that the report 

of our misfortune might be malicious or premature : 
r letter from my £^ent in town soon came with 


>i.4» without an education to render them callous to contempt. 

Near a fortnight had passed before I attempted- to restrain their 
aflliction; for premature consolation is. but 'the remembrancer of 
sorrow. During this interval, my thoughts were employed on some 
future means of supporting them ; and at last a small cure of fifteen 
pounds a year was offered me in a distant neighbourhood, where 
I could still enjoy my principles widiout molestatiofl. With this pro- 
posal I joyfully closed,' having determined to increase my salary by 
managing a little farm. • 

Having taken this resolution, my next care was to get together 
tlie- wrecks of my fortune ; and, all debts collected and paid, out < 
of fourteen .thousand pounds we had but four hundred remaining. 
My chief attention, therefore, was now to bring down the pride of my ' , 
family to their circumstances ; for I well knew that aspiring beggary 
is wretchedness itself. “ You cannot be ignorant, my children,” cried 
I, “that no prudence of ours could have prevented our late mis- 
fortune ; but prudence may do.much in disappointing its effects. We i 
are now poor, my 'fondlings, and wisdom bids us conform to our J 
humble situation. Let us, then, without repining, give up those ^ 
splendours with which numbers are wretched, and seek in humbler | 
circumstances tli^t peace with which all may be happy. The poor J 
live pleasantly without our help ; why, then, should not we learn | 
to live wi^out theirs ? No, my children, let us from this moment ^ 
give up all pretensions to gentility; we have still enough left for ¥ 
happiness if wie are wise, and let us draw upon content for the defi- 

ciencies of fortune.” - Y 

As my eldest son was bred a scholar, I determined to send mm to ^ 
town,’ where his abilities might contribute to our support and his 










The separation of friends and families is, perhaps, one of the most 
distressful circumstances attendant on penur}^ The day soon arrived 
on which we were to disperse for the first time. My son, after ^ 
taking leave of his mother and the rest, who mingled their tears ^ 
with their kisses, came to ask a blessing from me. This I gave him 
from my heart, and which, added to five guineas, was all the patrimony 
I had now to bestow. “You are going, my boy," cried I, “to London 
on foot, in the manner Hooker, your great ancestor, travelled there 
before you. Take from me the same horse that was given' him by the 
good .blsliop Jewel, this staff, and take tliis book, too, it will be your 
comfort on the way ; these two lines in it are worth a million — / have 
been youngt and now am oM; yet never saw I right&nis man 
'/orsakeUy nor his seed begging their bread. Let this be your con 
solution as you travel on. Go, my boy, whatever be thy fortune, let 
me see thee once a-year ; still keep a good heart, and farewell."' A. 
he was possessed of integrity and honour, I was under no appre 
hensions from throwing him naked intp the amphitheatre of life; for I 
knew he "yvould act a good part, whether vanquished or victorious. 
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- His departure only prepared the way for our own, which amved a 
few days afterwards.' The leaving a neighbourhood in which we had 
enjoyed so many hours of tranquillity, was riot- without a tear, which 
scarce fortitude itself could suppress. -Besides, a journey 'of severity 
miles, to a family that had hitherto never been above ten from home, 
filled us .with, apprehension ; and the cries -of the. poor, who followed 
us for some miles, contributed to increase it: The. first day’s journey- 
brought us in. safety within thirty miles of our future .retreat, and ^ye 
* ' put up- for the night at an obscure inn in -a village by the way. When - 
we were shown a room, I desired the' landlord, ih my uRiig l way, to let 
us have his company, with which he' complied, as what he drank 
would increase the bill next niorning. He Icriew, however, the whole 
neighbourhood to which' I 'was removing, particularly Squire Thornhill, 
who was to be rriy landlord, and who lived within a few miles of the 
place. This gentleman he described as one who desired to know 
httle more qf the world than its pleasures, bein^ particularly re-. 
' markable for his attachment to the fair sex. ' He observed, that no 
virtue able to resist his arts and assiduity, and that scarce a 
farmers daughter within ten miles round, but what had found’ him 
successful and faithles j Though this account gave me some pain, it ■ 

daughters, whose features seemed - 
to brighten with the expectation of an approaching triumph ; nor was 
my wife less pleased and confident of their allurement and- virtue. 

e^^PWed. the hostess entered the 
been twn husband that die strange gentleman, who had 

for his r! f ^ ^ and could not satisfy them 


Chanty as he described. With this he ^ u 

man wlio seemed to be about thirtv ^ gentle- 

laced. His pemon was 

hues of ihinkintr. He lv,,i u.-’ , face marked with the 


to the stranger, - at sedhg a gentleman, in such circumstances, and 
offered him niy purse to satisfy the preset demand. “ Ftake it with 
all my heart, sir,” replied. he, "and am glad that a late oversight, i 
giving what* money I had about md has shown me that there are still \ 
some nieh like you. I must, ho^yeYer, previously entreat being 
informed of the name and residence of my benefactor, in order to 
repay him as soon as possible.” In this I satisfied him fully, not only 
mentioning .‘my name and late misfortunes, but the place to which 
I was going to remove. " This,” cried he, ** happens still more luckily 
than I hoped for, as I am going the same way myself, having been | 
detained here two days by the doodi^ which I hope, by to-morrow, ' 
will be found passable.” I testified the pleasure I should have in his 
company, and my wife and daughters joining in entreaty, he was 
prevailed upon to stay supper. The stingers conversation, which 
was at once pleasing and instructive, induced me to wish for a con< 
tinuance of it; but it was now high time to retire and' take refresh- 
ment against the -fatigues of the following day. 

The next morning we all set fonvard together: my family on 
horseback, while Mr. Burchell, our new companion, walked along the 
foot-path by the road side, observing, with a smile, that as we were ill- 
mounted, he would be too generous to attempt leaving us behind. As 
the floods were riot yet subsided, %ve were obliged to hire a guide, 
who trotted on before, Mr. Burchell and I bringing up the rear. We 
lightened the fatigues of the road with philosophical disputes, which J 
he seemed to understand perfectly. -But what surprised me most was, 
that though he was a money-borrower, he defended his opinions with 
as much obstinacy as if he had been my patron. He now and then 
also informed.me to whom the different seats belonged that lay in our 
view we travelled the road. ** That," cried he, pointing to a very 
magnificent house which stood at some distance, "belongs to Mr. 
Thornhill, a young gentleman who enjoys a large fortune, though 
entirely dependent on the will of his uncle, Sir William Thornhill, a 
gentleman who, content with a little himself, permits his nephew to cnjoj* U 
the rest, arid chiefly resides in town.” " What!” cried I. "is my young 
landlord then the nephew of a man whose virtues, generosity, and 
singularities are so universally known ? I have heard Sir illiam ^ 
Thornhill represented as One of the most generous, yct^ whimsica 
men in the kingdom a man of consummate benevolence. Some- 
thing, perhaps, too much so,” replied Mr. Burchell ; "at least, he cai.^c^. 
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^^.benevolence to an excess when young, for his passions were then, 
strong, and as they were upon the side of virtue, they led it up to 
a romantic extreme He early began to" aim at the qualifications 
of the soldier and scholar; was sop.\ distinguished in the army,, 
and had some reputation among men of learning. Adulation ever 
follows the ambitious ; for such alone receive' most pleasure from 
flattery. - He was surrounded with crowds, who showed him only one 
side of their character ; .so that he began to lose a regard for. private 
} interest in universal sympathy. ^ He‘ loved all mankind ; for fortune 
^ prevented him from, knowing that there were rascals. Physicians tell 
^ us of a disorder in which the whole body is so exquisitely sensible, 
^ that the slightest'touch gives pain : what some have thus suffered in 
^ their persons, this gendenian felt in his mind. The slightest distress, 
^ whether real or fictitious, touched^ him to the quick, and his soul 
laboured under- a sickly. sensibility of the miseries of otliers. - -Thus 
v|* disposed to relieve,- it will be easily conjectured he found numbers 
y disposed to solicit « his profusions began to impair his fortune, but not 
J5 IS good nature; that, indeed, was seen to increase as the other 
^ seemed to decay ; he grew improvident as he grew poor ; and though 
^ he talked like a man of sense, his actions were those of a fool. • Still, 
« however, being surrounded with .importunity, and no longer able to 
^tis } everj^ request that was made him, instead of moii^ he gave 

i promisa. They w ere all he had to bestow, and he had. not resolution 
enoug to give any man pain by a denial. By this he drew round 
him crowds of dependants, whom he was sure to disappoint, yet 
OTshed to relieve. These hung upon him for a time, and left him 
I “d contempt But in proportion as he 

I rreuUliS noT" ■■■ “d, that support taken auiay. 

^ nm““llre^ re ^ee“' Thefc ^ 

. , re «ivv.icucc. 1 ne world now besran to wear a different 

.ispcct: the flatter,- kire r - _ , , to wear a ainerem: 


himself, and laid dou-n a p,^ of restoring 

e 1 1 TTi — ^ 

i-..- t^-55«S??sss:ara=sS 
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^ For this purpose, in lus own whimsical manner, he travelled through 
A Europe on foot and now, though -he has scarce attmned Ae age' 
of thirty, his drcoz^tances are more affluent than ever, At present 
^ his bounties are more rational and moderate than before ; but still he 
(f preserves the character of an humourist and finds most pleasure in 

? r eccentric virtues/' 

My attention was so much taken up by Mr. Burchell’s account, -that 
^ I scarcely looked forward as we went along, till we were alarmed by 
® the cries of my family, when, turning, I perceived my youngest 
|| dau^ter in the rmdst of a rapid stream, thrown from her hors^ and 
struggling with the torrent She had sunk twic^ nor was it in my 
I power to diseng^e mj-self in time to bring her i^ief. My sensa- 
M tions were even too violent to pertmt my attempting her rescue : she 
^ must ha\-e certainly perished, had not my companion, perceivirig her 
\\ danger, instantly plunged in to her relief, and, with some difficult)^ 
brou^t her m safety to the opposite store. By taking the current a 
litde farther up, the rest of the family got safely over; where w-e had 
an opportumtj* of joining our acknowledgments to hers. • Her 
£?"• may be more readHy imagined than described ; she thanked 

^ h^ deliverer more wiffl looks than words, and continued to lean upon 
g his ann, as if stSl wfflmg to receive assistance. My wife also hoped 
« to have the pleasure of returaing his kindness at her own 

’iS refreshed at the next inn, and had dined 

i he tMfe f’h'Sr *° a different part of the countij-, 

I V ”>• ohaarvi.^ as he 

I IcouHnotLtsrefl; 

I ^‘hoseharndessdelusiins'SLVten^i^rn.^t^^^^^ 
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CHAPTER rV. 

A PROOF THAT EVE.V THE Ht7.^fOLEST FORTUNE MAY GRANT HAPPINESS^ WHICH DEPENDS 
NOT ON CIRCGMSTANCES BHT CONSTITUTION. • 

he i^lace of our retreat was in a little neighbour- 
liood, consisting of farmers, who tilled their ^ own 
grounds, and were equal strangers to opulence and 
poverty. As they had almost all the conveniences of 
life within themselves, they seldom visited towns or cities 
in search of superfluity. Remote from the. polite, they 
still retained the primaeval simplicity of manners ; and, 
frugal by habit, they scarce knew that temperance "was a virtue. They 
wrought with cheerfulness on days of labour, but observed festivals as 
intervals of idleness and pleasure. They kept up the Christmas carol, 
sent true love-khots on Valentine morning, ate pancakes on Shrove- 
tide, showed their wit on tlie firet of April, and religiously cracked 
nuts on Michaelmas eve. Being apprised of our. approach, the whole 
neighbourhood came out to meet their minister, drest in their finest 
clotlies, and preceded by a pipe and tabor ; a feast also was provided 
' for our reception, at which we sate cheerfully down ; and what the 
conversation wanted in wit was made up in laughter. 

- Our little habitation was situated at the foot of a sloping hill, 
sheltered with a beautiful underwood behind, and a prattling river 
before; on one side a meadow, on the other a green. My farm 
consisted of about twenty acres of excellent land, having g^ven a 
hundred pound for my predecessor’s good-will. Nothing could 
exceed the neatness of my little enclosures, the elms and hedge-rows 
appearing with inexpressible beauty. My house consisted of but one 
story,, aiid was covered with thatch, which gave it an air of great 
snugness ; the walls on the inside were nicely whitewashed, and my 
daughters undertook to adorn them with pictures of their own 
designing; Though the same room served lis for parlour and kitchen, 
that only niade it the warmer. Besides, as it was kept with the 
utmost neatness, the dishes, plates, and coppers being well scoured, 
and all disposed in bright rows on the shelves, the eye was agreeably 
relieved, and did not want richer furniture. ■ There were three other 
apartments— rone for my wife and me, another for our two daughters, 
within our own, and the third, with two beds, for the r^t of the children. 
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The little republic to which I gave laws was- regulated -in the follow- 
ing manner : by sun-rise we all assembled in our common apartment, 
the fire being -previously kindled by the servant. - After we had 
saluted each other with proper ceremony, for. I always thought fit 
to keep up. some mechanical form's of good, breeding, without >vhich , 
, freedom ever destroys friendship, we all. -.bent in. gratitude to that 
Being- who gave us' another day. This duty being performed, my son . 
and I went to pursue our usual' industry abroad, while my wife 
> and daughters employed themselves in providing breakfast, which was 
always ready at a certain time. ‘ I allowed half, an hour for this meal, 

I and an hour for. .dinner ; which time was taken up in innocent mirth i 
i between my wife ‘ and daughters, and 'in philosophical • arguments 

I * between my son- and me. . . 

As we rose with die sun, so we never pursued ; our labours' after it 
^vas gone down, but returned home to the expecting family, where 
smiling looks, a neat hearth, and pleajsant fire, were prepared' for our 
reception. Nor -were we without guests; sometimes Farmer Flam 
borough, our talkative neighbour, and often the blind piper, would pay 
us a visit, and taste pur gooseberry wine; for the making of which we 
had lost neither the receipt nor the reputation. These harmless people 
had severd ^vays of being good company;, while one played, the 
other would sing some soothing ballad, Johnny Armstrong’s Last 

I 1 'r! ^ Cruelty of Barbara Allen. The night was con- 

I eluded m the manner we began the morning, my youngest boys being 

I StinrJoV'' ^ad loudest, 

I ie ™ Sunday to put into 

A loved laces attaelied to aU theu- former finery; they still 

f a passion fiir her crimin'*’ 1“"'^ ®y wife herself retained 

I ^ say it became her. uasoy, because I formerly happened to 

Khwhen are u-e^ 




came my wife and daughters, drest out in all their former splendour : 
their hair plastered up with pomatum, their faces patched to taste, 
their trains bundled up in an heap behind, and rustling at every 
motion. I could not help smiling at their vanity, particularly that of 
my wife, from whom I expected’ more discretion. In this exigence, 
■'■‘5 therefore, my only resource was to order my son, with an important 
^ air, to call our coach. The girls were.amazed at the command ; but I 
repeated it. with more solemnity than before “ Surely; my dear, you 
jest,” cried my wife; “we can walk it perfectly well: we ^vant no coach 
to carry us now.”— -“You mistake, child,” returned I, “we- do want a 
jr coach ; for if we walk to church in this trim, the veiy children in the 
parish will hoot after us.” — “Indeed,” replied my wife, “I always 
imagined that my Charles was fond of seeing his children neat and 
handsome about him.” — “ You may be as neat asl you please," inter- 
rupted ■ I, “ and I shall love” you the better for it ; but all this is not 
neatness, but frippery. These fufHings; and pinkings, arid patdiings, 
i* TiVill only make us hated by all the wives' of our neighbours. No, my 
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children,” continued 1, more gravely, ‘‘diose gowns maybe altered into 
something of a plainer cut ; for finery is very unbecoming in us, who 
want the means of decency. I do not know whether such flouncing 
and shredding is becoming even in the rich, if we consider, upon a 
moderate calculation, that the nakedness of . thd indigent- world may be 
.clothed from the trimmings of the vain.” 

This remonstrance had the proper effect ; they went with great 
composure, that very instant, to change their dress ; and the next day 
I had the satisfaction of finding my -daughters, at their own request, 
employed in cutting up their trains into Sunday waistcoats for Dick 
and Bill, the two little ones ; and, what was still more satisfactory, the 
gowns seemed improved by this curtailing.' 




CHAPTER V. 



A MEW AMO GREAT ACQUAIMTAMCE IMTRODUCEa— WHAT WE PLACE MOST HOPES VFOM, 
> GEMERALLY PROVES MOST FATAL. 

?aT. a small distance from the house, my predecessor had 
made a seat overshaded by a hedge of hawthorn and 
honeysuckle. Here, when the weather was fine, and our 
labour soon finished, we usually sat together to enjoy an 
' rv ^ extensive landscape in the calm of the evening. Here, 
too, we drank tea, which was now become an occasional 
banquet ; and, as we had it but seldom, it diffused a new 
joy, the preparations for it being made with no small share of bustle and 
ceremony. On these occasions our two little ones always read for us, 
I* and they were regularly served after we had done. Sometimes, to 
give a variety to our amusements, the girls sung to the guitar; and, 
while they thus formed a little concert, my wife and I would stroll 
down the sloping field, that was embellished with blue-bells and 
^ centaury, talk of our children with rapture, and enjoy the breeze that 
^ wafted both health and harmony. 

^ In this manner we began to find that every situation in life may 
<j| bring its own peculiar pleasures ; every morning waked us to a repeti- 
^ lion of toil ; but the evening repaid it with vacant hilarity. 
m about the beginning of autumn, on a holiday, for I kept such 
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n*; inicrvni*; of rolaxation from labour, tliat I IiacI drawn out niy family 
A to our usual place of nnuiscmcnt, and our young musicians began their 
•;} usual concert. As wc Avcrc thus engaged, wc saw a stag bound 
'rf nimbly by, within about twenty paces of where we were sitting, and, 
t by its panting, it .seemed pressed by the hunters. We had not much 
lime to reilccL upon the poor animals distress, when we perceived the 
dogs njul horsemen come sweeping along at some distance behind, and 
making the very path it had Itikcn. I was instantly for returning in 
with my family ; but eillicr curiosity or surprise, or some more hidden 
motive, held my wife and daughters to their scats. The huntsman, 
1^1 who rode foremost, passed us with great swiftness, followed by four or 
five persons more, who seemed in equal haste. At last a young 
gentleman, of a more genteel appearance than the rest, came forward, 
and for a while regarding us, instead of pursuing the chase, stopped 
j| short, and, giving his horse to a servant who attended, approached us 
with a careless superior air. He seemed to want no introduction, but 
was going to salute my daughters as one certain of a kind reception ; 
but they had early learned the lesson of looking presumption out of 
countenance. Upon which he let us know that his name was Thorn- ] 
hill, and that he was the owner of the estate that lay for some extent 
round us. He again, therefore, offered to salute the female part of 
the family ; and such was the power of fortune and fine clothes, that < 
he found no second repulse. As his address, though confident, was ' 
easy, wc soon became more familiar ; and, perceiving musical instru- ' 
ments lying near, he begged to be favoured with a song. As I did not ' 
approve of such disproportioned acquaintances, I winked upon my 
daughters, in order to prevent their compliance; but my hint was ' 
counteracted by one from their motlier, so that with a cheerful air they 
gave us a favourite song of Dryden’s. Mr. Thornhill seemed highly ^ 
delighted with their performance and choice, and then took up the ^ 
guitar himself. He played but very indifferently ; however, my eldest I 
daughter repaid his former applause with interest, and assured him 4 
that his tones were louder than even those of her master. At this |l 
ompliment he bowed, which she returned with a courtsy. He praised J| 
her taste, and she commended his understanding : an age could not v 
have made them- better acquainted; while the fdnd mother too, equally ^ 
happy, insisted upon her landlord's stepping in, and taking a glass of w 
her gooseberry. The whole family seemed earnest to please him ; my J 
girls attempted to entertain him witli topics they thought most modern 
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■wrhile Moses, on the contrary, gave hiih a qu^don -or two from the 
and^ts, for which he had -the satisfaction of being laughed at ; my 
little ones were no less busy, and fondly stuck dose to the stranger. 
All my endeavours could scarcely keep their dirty fingers from hand- 
. ling and tarnishing the lace on his dothes, and lifting up the flaps of 
his pocket-holes, to see what was there. At the approach of evening 
he took leave ; but not till he had requested permission to renew his 
visit, which, as he was our landlord, we most readily agreed to. . 

As soon as he was gone, my wife called a council on the conduct of 
the day. She was of opinion, that it was a most fortunate hit ; for that 
• she had knowii even stranger things than that brought to bear. She 
( hoped again to see the day in which'we might hold up our heads with 
[ the best of them ; and conduded, she protested she could see no 
? reason why .the two .Miss Wririklers shoiild marry great fortunes, and 
I her children get none. As this last argument was directed to "me, I 
protested I could -see no reason for it ndther ; nor why Mr. Sinikins 
got the ten thousand pound prize in the lottery, and we sate down with ' 
a blank. “ I protest, Charles,” cried my wife, this is the ■'tray you 
always damp my girls and me when we are in spirits. Tdl me, Sophy, 
my dear, what do you think of our new visitor ? Don’t you think 
I he seemed to be good-natured ? ” — " Immensdy so, indeed, mamma,” 
^ replied she ; “ I think he has a great deal to say upon everything, and 
is ne\ er at a loss ; and the more trifling tiie subject, the more he has 
to sa} . " Yes, cried Olivia, “ he is well enough for a man ; but for 

my ^^rt, I don t mudi like hun, he is so extremdy impudent and 
familiar ; but on the guitar he is shocking.” These two last speeches 
interpreted by contraries, I found by this, that Sophia internally 
despised, as inuch as Olivia secretly admired him. « Whatever may 
be your opinions of him, my children,” cried I, “to confess the truth, 
c not prc^ssesscd me in his favour. Disproportioned friend- 

disgust; and I thought, notivithstanding all his 
I et perfectly sensible of the distance between us. 

I »“'■ rank. There is no character 

4 To Th’ f * fortune-hunter ; and I can see 
« Th^ rw » wmen should not be contemptible too. 

i ImtTf Aevt Jb ’ ^ ^ ~"fomptible if his views are honourable:' 

i tr, ^ but to think of that! It 

i T S- from the conduct of my children, but 

K 1 thmk there are some from his character.” I would have preceded 


ij 
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but for the interruption of a servant front the Squire, who, with his 
compliments, sent us a side of venison, and a promise to dine witii us 
some days after. ' This well-timed present pleaded more powerfully- in 
his favour than anything I had to say could obviate.’ I therefore con- 
tinued silent, satisfied with just having pointed- out danger,, and leaving 
it to their own- discretion to avoid it. That virtue which requires to 
be ever guarded is scarcely worth the sentinel. 



CHAPTER VI. . 

. THE HAPPINESS OF A COUNTRY PIRB-SXDE.. 


— “ Bless 


S we carried on the former dispute- with some degree 

of warmth, in order to accommodate matters, it was 

universally ^reed, that we should have a part of the 

venison for supper,- and the girls' undertook the task 

with alacrity. “ I am sorry,” cried I, “ that we have no 

neighbour or stranger to take a part in this good cheer : - 

feasts of this kind acquire a double relish from hospitality." 

me!” cried my wife, “here comes our good frifehd Mr.. 

Burchell, that saved our Sophia, and that run you down fairly in 

the argument. — ":Confute me in argument, child!” cried I. "You 

believe there are but few that can do tiiat : 

I a goose-pie, and I beg you’ll 

F “r” A* 1 poor Mr. Burd.dl the 

I. tlK LTthik Wm heartily by 

a >“"'1. wMe Me Dick officiously reached him a chair 

1 urns pleased vnth the poor man's friendship for two reasons • be- 

ffir ^ h"^ "'r be^^“aiyt 

characfor rthe ;oor Ge:Smar Zt" *^0 

M-as young, thou^ he ,vaa not yet thii^ He T M°'* 'l' 

talk with great good sense ■ hut in ^ intervals 

pany of children, whom he used to 
famotis, I found, for singing them ballads and^t\r^ 

,}[ .and seldom went out without something in hi ^ stories ; 

5 ^ 
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a few days into 'our neighbourhood once a year, and lived upon the 
neighbours’ hospitality. He sate down to' supper among us, and my 
•wife was not sparing of her gposeberiy wine. The tale went round ; 
he sung us old songs,, and gave the children. the story of the Buck of 
Beverland, with the History of Patient Grissel, the Adventures of 
Catskin, and then Fair Rosamond’s Bower. Our cock, which always 
crew at eleven, now told us it was time for repose; but an unforeseen 
difficulty started about lodging the stranger : all our beds were already 
taken up, and it was too late.to send him to the next ale-house. In 
this dilemma, little Dick offered him his part of the bed, if his brother 
Moses would let him lie with him. “ And I,” cried Bill,- “ will give 
Mr. Burchell my part, if my sisters -will take me to theirs.” — “Well- 
done, my' good children,” cried I, “hospitality is one of the first 
Christian duties. The beast retires to its shelter, and the bird flies 
to its nest; but helpless man can only find refuge from his- fellow- 
creature. The greatest stranger in this world was he that came to 
saye .it. He never had a house, as if willing to see what hospitality was 
left remaining among us. — Deborah, my dear," cried I to my wife, 

“ give those boys a lump of sugar each ; and let Dick's be the largest, 
because he spoke first.” 

In the morning early, I called out my whole family to help at saving 
-an -after-growth of hay, and our guest offering his assistance he was 
accepted among the number. Our labours went on lightly ; we- turned 
the swath to the wind ; I went foremost, and the rest followed in due 
succession. I could not avoid, however,, observing the assiduity of 
Mp. Burchell in assisting my daughter Sophia in her part of the task. 
When he had finished his own, he would join in hers, and enter into a 
(dose conversation : but I had too good an opinion of Sophia's under- 
standing; and was too well convinced pf her ambition, to be under any 
uneasiness from a man of broken fortune. When we were finished 
for the day, Mr. Burchell was invited as on the night before, but he 
refused, as he was to lie that night at a neighbour’s, to whose diild he 
was carrying a whistle. When- gone, our conversation at supper 
turned upon our late unfortunate guest. “ What a strong instance, 
said I, is that poor man of the miseries attending a youth of levity 
and extra-vagance ! He by no means wants sense, which only scr\ cs to 
aggravate his former folly. Poor forlorn creature ! where arc now the ,4; 
revellers, the flatterers, that he .could once inspire and comniand ? 
Gone, perhaps, to attend the bagnio pander, grown rich by his tix- 
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travagance. They once praised him, and now they applaud the^ 
pander; their former raptures at his wit are now converted into 1 
sarcasms at his folly ; he is poor, and perhaps deserves poverty ; for 
rn ambition to be independent, nor the skill to be use- 

• rompted perhaps by some secret reasons, I delivered this 

S) “y Sophia gently re- 

, proved. Whatsoever his former conduct may have been oaoa his 

circumstances should exemot him from « ^ ^ ^ 

H • 1* . — ^A^,mpc mm Jrom censure now Hi*: nrf‘«;ent 

.H my m"p" hiL'clfs'''"' u I.have heard 

t -sentmon./;-.. You ^ right. Sophy.” Tri^^y ^ 'ZT. 

!» of the ancients finely renresont^ ^ , "loscs , ana one 

? of a reslio to nay Marejas. whose sk ^ the M Til'’’' T TT*' 

r= J 
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place. However dark the habitation of the mole to our eyes, yet the 
animal itself finds the apartment suffidently lightsome. And, to con- 
fes a truth,- this man’s mind seems fitted to his station ; for I never 
heard any one more sprightly than he was to-day, when he conversed 
with you.” This was said without t^e least design : however, it ex- 
cited a blush, which she strove to cover by an affected laugh ; assuring 
him that she scarcely took any notice of what he ssud to her, but that 
A she believed he -might once have been a very fine gentleman. The 
^ readiness with which she undertook to vindicate herself, and her blush- 
li were symptoms I did not internally approve ; but I repressed my 
A suspicions'. 

« As we expected our landlord the_ next day, my wife went ' to make 
H the vaiison pasty ; Moses sate reading, while I taught the little ones ; 
7 my daughters seemed equally busy with the' rest; and I observed 

I them for a g[ood while cooking something over the fire. I at first sup- 
posed they were assisting their mother;' but little Dick' informed me, 

U m a whisper, that they were making a toasA for the face. Washes of. 
« all kinds I had a natural antipathy to; for I knew that, instead of- 
M e complexion, they spoiled it I therefore approached- my ' 

m Chair ^ slow degrees to the fire, and grasping the poker, as if it 

II “'ending, seemingly by aeddent overturned the whole com- 

^ position, and It u'as too late to begin another. 


CHAPTER VII. 


A TOtt•^ WIT DESCRIBED—THE DULLEST FELLOWS MAY LEARN TO BE COMICAL FOR A 

SIGHT OR TW'O. 


„ .f'® "'oming arrived on which we were to en- 
\vh.t landlord, it may be easily supposed 

T”* to make L areear- ’ 

^ dmvhtent e ^ “"j^ttted, that my wife and 

I and “ 1st his chaplain, 

ordered to the nest alehouse itir^ytifetnTT”’ ' 

^Wart, insisted on enmrtaining them all ^hil' bTZby^ ou“ ' 
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family was pinched for three %yeeks after: ■ As Mr. Burchell had hinted 
to us, the day before, tliat he .was making some 'proposals of marriage 
to Miss Wilmot, my son .George's former mistress, this a good deal 
damped the heartiness of his reception : but accident, in some measure, 
relieved our embarrassment ; for one of the company happening to 
' mention her name, Mr. Thornhill obse^ed, with an oath, that he neyer 
knew anything more absurd than calling such a fright a beauty: “ For, 
strike me ugly,” continued he, "if I should not find- as much pleasure 
in choosing my mistress by the infoimation of a lamp under the clock 
of St. Dunstan’s.” At this he laughed, and so did -we : the jests of 
the rich are ever successful. Olivia, too, could not avoid whispering, 
loud enough to be heard, that he had an infinite fund of humour. 

After dinner I began with my usual toast, the Church ; for this I 
was thanked by the chaplain, as he Said the Church was the only mis- 
tress of his affections. '"Come, tell. us honestly, Frank,” said the 
Squire, with his usual archness, suppose the Church, your present < 
- mistress, dressed in lawn sleeves, on one hand, and Miss Sophia, with 
no lawn about her, on the other, which would you be for ? ” — “ For ^ 
both, to be' sure,” cried the chaplain. — “ Rights Frank,”' cried the ^ 
Squire: " for may this glass suffocate me, but a fine girl is worth all the ' 
priestcraft in the creation ; for what are tithes and tricks but an im- 
position, all a confounded imposture ? and I can prove it." — “ I wish J 
you would;” cried my son Moses ; " and I think,” contiifued he, " that | 
I should be able to answer you.” — " Very well, sir,” cried the Squire, J 
■ who' immediately smoaked him, and winking on the rest of the company % 
to prepare us for the sport : " if you are for a cool argument upon that |j 
subject, I am ready to accept the challenge. And first, whether are 
you for managing it analogically or dialogically ? ” — “ I am for manag- |l 
ing it rationally,” cried Moses, quite happy at being permitted to dis- A 
pute.— “Good again,” cried the Squire: “and firstly, of the first, I hope ^ 
you’ll not deny that whatever is, is ; if you don't grant me that, I can J| 
gQ no further.” — “’Why,” returned Moses, “I think I may grant that, ^ 
and make the' best of it"— “ I hope, too," returned the other, “you will a 
grant that a part is less than the whole.” — " I grant that too, cried ft 
Moses : “it is but just and reasonable.” — " I hope,” cried the Squire, % 

" you will not deny that the three angles of a triangle are equal to two ^ 
.right ones.”— “Nothing can be plainer,” returned t’other, and looked 
round with his usual importance. — "Very well," cried the Squire, 
speaking very quick ; “ the premises being thus settled, I proceed 
L .3* _ . 
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observe, that the concatenation of self-existence, proceeding in. a 
redprocal duplicate -ratio, naturally produce a problematical dialogism, 
which, in 'some measure, proves that the essence of spirituality may be 
referred to the second predicable .” — “ Hold, hold,” cried the other, “ I 
deny that. Do you- think I can thus tamely submit to such heterodox 
doctrines? ’ — ^“.WTiat;” replied the Squire ^ if in a passion, “not sub- - 
mit ! Answer me one plain question. Do you think Aristotle right 
when he says, that relatives -are rdated?*’ — “ Undoubtedly,”- replied 
the other. " If so, then,” cried the Squire, “ answer me .directly to 
what I propose ; .Whether do you judge the analytical investigation of 
the first part of my enthymeiri deficient secundum quoad, or quoad' , 
minus ? and give me your reasons, give me your reasons, I say, 
directly.”— “ I protest,” cried Moses, “I don’t rightly comprehend the 
force of your reasoning ; but if it be reducied to one single proposition, . 
I fancj' it may then have an at^wer.”— “O, sir,” cried the Squire, “ I 
am your most humble servant; 1 find you ^^^nt me to furnish you .with < 
ii^ellects too. No, sir ! there, I protest, you are too ' 
hard for me. This effectuaUy raised the laugh against poor Moses, , 
^^ho sate the only dismal figure in a group of meny^ faces ; nor did he • j 
offer a single syllable more during the whole entertainment ' 

but thou^ all this gave me no pleasure, it had a very different 
effect upon Olivia, who mistook it for humour, though but a mere act , 
° J She thought him, therefore, a very fine gentleman; ' 

“ “Mxier ^vhat povrerful ingredknb a good figure, fine J 

SjrtxLtlT 1,“« talkod^d. ease, and ! 

It is tonvorsation rvith flnenty. ) 

a Id n*o r ™ ** affeetions rf 

g*”* ''ho, by education, was taught to an • v ir 

I' and rensequentty.resetavalue^pon itt rr^ 

'1 of our TOunc upon the merits i 

Olivier"™ nfll' looks and renvemation to ^ 

ple-ised at the innocent raillc*^. r i, ^ t J 

jl occasion. Even Deborah hciLlf 1’™''®'’ “d sister upon this 1 

ft 'lor. ond esuUed in hetdeXn.Sl' ' 

- And now, m>- dear.- cried she to me Mil' r?! '’' "T °'”V 1 
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always some ambition, and you now see that I was right; for who 
knows how this may end?” — “Aye,, who knows that, indeed!” 
answered I, with a groan ; “ for' my part, I don't much -like it; and I 
could have been better pleased with one that was 'poor arid honest, 
than this fine gendeman with his fortune and infidelity ; for, depend 
on’t, if he be what I suspect him, no' freethinker shall ever have a child 
of mine.” 

“Sure, father,” cried Moses,- “you are- too severe in this-; for • 
Heaven will. never arraign him- for what he thinks, but for- what he 
does. Every man has a thousand vicious thoughts, which' arise witli-r 
out his power to suppr^s. Thinking freely of religion may be invo- 
luntary with this gentleman ; so that, allowing his sentiments to be 
wrong, yet, as he -is purely passive in his ^sent, he is no more to be 
blamed for his errors, than the governor of a city without walls for the 
shelter he is obliged to afford an in^ding enemy.'* 

“ True, my son,” cried I ; “ but if the governor invites' the enemy ^ 
there, he-, is jusdy culpable; and sudi is always the case with those who 
erhbrace error- The vice dote not lie ‘in ^senting to the proofs they j 
see, but in being blind to many of the proofs that ofier. Sb that, S 
though our errone9us opinions be involuntary when formed, yet, as s 
we have been wilfully corrupt, or very negligent in forming them, | 
we deserve punishment for our vice, or contempt for our folly.” , J 

My "wife now kept up the conversation, though not the argument 
She observed that sever^ very prudent men of our acquaintance were Jj 
freethinkers, and* made very good husbands; and she knew some w 
sensible girls that had had skill enough to make converts of their u 
spouses. “And who knows, my dear,” continued she, “what Olivia J 
may be able to do ? The girl has a great deal to say upon every sub- | 
ject, arid, to my knowledge, is very- well skilled in controversy." ^ I 

“ Why, my dear, what controversy can she have read ? " cried I. 

“It does hot occur to me that I ever put such books into her hands ; jj 
you certainly over-rate her merit.” — Indeed, papa,” replied Olivia, ^ 
“ she does not ; I have read' a great deal of controversy. I have read ^ 
the disputes between Thwackum and Square ; the controversy behveen I 
Robinson Crusoe and Friday, the savage ; and I am now employed in v 
reading the controversy in Religious Courtship.” — " Veiy well, cried 
I, “that’s a good -girl.- I find you are perfectly qualified for making .A 
converts, and so go help your mother to make the gooseberrj'-pie. ^ 
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CHAPTER .VIII. - ■ 

K AX AMOUR, TtTHICH PROMISES UTTLE GOOD PORTUSE, YET MAY BE PRODUpTIVE OF MUCK. 

fl morning -we were again visited by Mn Bur- 

« chdl, though I began, for certain reasons, to be dis- 

^ pleased with the .frequracy of his- return ; but I could 

I I - refuse : him ■ my company and fireside. It is true. 

Ills labour more , than, requited his ;^tertainmeht; for he 
wrought among us with vigour, ^d, either in the meadow 
or at the hay-rick, put ,hims^ foremost. . Brides, he had ■ 
always something amusmg.to say. that lessened oiir toil, smd \Yas af 
once so out of- the way, and yet so sensib^ that I- loved,' laughed at, 
and pitied him. My- only, dislike arose from an attachment he -dis- 
covered to my daughter. ■ He would, in a jestiiig mMner,' call' her his 
litde mistress, and when he bought ea^'of the girk a set'of ribmids, 
hers \vas the finest- I knew not how, but he every da:y seemed to be-‘ 
come more amiable, his wit to improve and his simplicity to assume-, 
the superior aits of wisdom. ■ . ’ ' ' 

Our family dined in the field, and we sat^ or rather reclined, round- a . 
temperate repast, our doth spread upon the hay, while' Mr, Burch^'. 

M ""Li satisfaction, tivo ' 

ackbirds answered each other from opposite hedges, the familiar. 

sound^^'" pecked the crumbs from our hands, and every 

Soohl Vvi ° tranquillity.. » I never sit thus,” s^ys 

V lint I think of the two lovers, so sweetly described by Mr. . 

U Gay. who were struck dead in each other's srmc 97^^’.. 

P so oatTietio i*n otners arms. There is something- 

# I We read it an hundred times tvi* 

^ - that des^odon are m u strokes in ' ^ 

figure, artfully managed. auttrfnath\°^tr'*T ^ 

ft remarkable." cried Mr. BureheU^d^t teiT “ 

Y hare equally contributed to int:^u<^!L , 

1 countries, by loadins all their 1! *“”“P«t.ve 
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epithets, that improve the sound without carrying on tlie sense. Bufe 
perhaps, madam, while I thus reprehend others, you’ll think it just that 
I should give them an opportunity to . retaliate ; and, indeed, I have 
made this remark only to have an opportunity of introducing to the 
company a ballad, which, whatever be its other ddects, is, I thiiik, at 
least free from those I have mentioned.” 



I— Ccnllc Hermit of the Dalc^ | 

And guide my lonely way, 

To where yon taper cheers the vale | 
■ With hospitable ray. 

"For here forlorn and lost 1 tread, 

Witli fainting steps and slow ; 

Where wilds^ immeasurably spread, 

Seem lengthening ns I go.” 

" Forbear, my son,” the hermit cries> 

" To tempt the dangerous' gloom ; 

Fpr }'ondcr faithless phantom flies 
To lure thee to thy doom. - 

" Here to the houseless child of >vant 
My door is open' still ; - 

And though my portion is but scan^ 

I give it with 'good will. . 

“Then turn to-night, and freely share 
Whate’er my edi bestows; 

My rushy couch and frugal fart^ 

My blessing and reposCi - - 

*‘No flocks that ran^ the ^ley free, ' 

To slaughter I condemn ; 

Taught by that Power that pities me, 

I learn to pity them. . 

“But from the mountain’s grassy side 

' A guiltier f(^t I bring ; - 

A- scrip with' herbs and fruit suppl}r’d, 

And water from the q>ring. 

“Thei^ pilgrim, turn, thy cares forego 
All earth-bom cares are wrong; 

' Man wants but-little here below. 

Nor wants 'that little long.” 
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Soft as the dew- from Heav’n descends, 
His gentle accents fell ; 

The 'modest stranger lowly 'bend^ 

And follows to the cell. 

Far in a wilderness obscur^ 

The ‘lonely mansion lay; 

A refuge to the neighbouring poor. 

And strangers led astray. 

No stores beneath its humble thatch 
Required a master’s care ; 

The wicke^ opening with a latch, 

. Receiv’d the harmless pair. 

And now, when busy crowds retire. 

To take their ev'ning rest^ 

' The hermit trimm’d his little fir^ 

And cheer’d' his pensive guest : 

And spread his vegetable stor^ 

And gaily press’d, and smil’d : 

And, skill’d in legendary lor^ 

The lingering hours beguil’d. 

Around, in sympathetic mirth. 

Its Jtricks ^e kitten tries : 

The cricket chirrups in the hearth. 

The crackh'ng faggot flies. 

But nothing could a charm impart 
To soothe the stranger’s woe; 

For grief ^vas heavy at his hearty 
And tears began to 'flow. . 

His rising cares the hermit spied. 

With answering care opprest ; 

“And wheric^-.unhappy youth,” he cried, 
“The sorrows of thy breast? 







"From better babitntinns (spurn’d, I Siirprin’d be neen new bcntilicn rinc, 

Kcluetnnl dost thou rove ? i .Swift innnUin(; to llic view ; 

'Or Rrievc for fricndsiiip unrclurn’d, I Like cnioiirn o’er llic inornini; (skien, 

Or unrcipirded love? I An bri(;l>t, n» trnnnienl loo. 

" Alan I the joyn that fortune brinRn j 'I'lie Imliful look, the rioinff brenni. 

Arc triflinf', and decay ; I AUcrnale spread niarim ; 

And tbonc who price the p.’dtry thin{' 9 , I Tlie lovely ntrnn(;cr ntando confcnl 

More trifling still than they ; I A maid in all her chnrmn I 

"And what is friendship hut a name, And, "Ah I forfcivo n (strnnf'er rude, 

A charm that lulls to sleep ; 1 . A wretch forlorn," bhe cried 5 

A shade that follows wcsilth or fame, 1 "Whose feet unlinllow'd tliiia intrude 

Hut Ic.avcs the wretch to weep? 1 Where lleav’n and you reside. 

“ And love i', still an emptier sound, 1 " Hut let a maid thy pity share, 

The modern faSr-onc'n jest ; j • Whom love lian tnu(;ht 1 «» stray ; 

I On earth unwen, or only found 1 Who seeks for rent, hut ruidn dcspaii 

To w.-irm the turtle’s neM. I Companion oT her way. 

" Tor •■hame, fnnil ynulh, thy sorrows liir.h, j "My father liv'd beside the 'J’yne, 

A»»d spurn the ncx," he '.aid ; j A wealthy lord wan he ; 

! Hut whil- he spoke, a riitri}: hhish j And all hit wealth wan mark’d an mine ; 
lli^ ti.Vflorn Kiic%t heti.iy'd, I He had but only me. 

: ; ' 3 ^' 
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” To win me from his tender nmts, 
Unnumber'd suitors came; 

Wjo prais'd me for imputed charms, 
And fell or feign'd a flame. 

" Each hour a merccnar}* crowd 
With richest proffers strove ; 

Among the rest young Edn*in bow’d, 
But never talk'd of lore. • 

“In humble, simplest habit clad, 

No wciilth nor power had he ; 

Wisdom and worth were ail he had, 
But tlicsc were all to me. 

"And when, beside me in the dale, 

He caroll'd lays of love^ 

His breath lent fragrance to the gale. 
And music to the grove. 

"The blossom opening to the day. 

The dews of heaven refin’d. 

Could nought of purity display, 

To emulate his mind. 

"The dew, the blossom on the tree, 
With charms inconstant shine ; 

Their charms were his; but woe to m^ 
Their constancy was mine. 

" For still I tried each flcklc art, 
Importunate and vain ; 

And while his passion touch’d my hear^ 

I triumph’d in his pain. 


"Till quite dejected with my scorn, 

He left me to my pride ; 

And sought a solitude forlorn, 

- In secret, where he died. 

"But mine the sorrow, mine the fault; 
And well my life shall pay ; 

I’ll seek the solitude he sought; ' 

And stretch me where he lay. 

“And there forlorn, despairing, hid, 

111 lay me down and die ; 

Twas so for me that Edwin did. 

And so-for him will I.” 

- " Forbid it, Heav’n ! ’’ the hermit cried,— 
And clasp’d her to his breast : 

The ^ond’ring fair one turn’d to. chide— 
’Twas Edwin's self that prest ! 

"Turn, Angelina, ever dear, 

My charmer, turn to see 
Thy own, thy long-lost Edwin here, 
Restor’d to love and thee I 

"Thus let me hold thee to my heart; 

And ev’ry ■care resign ; 

And shall we never, never part; 

My life — my all Aar’s mine ? 

" No never from this hour to par^ 

We’ll live and love so true; 

The sigh Aat rends Ay constant heart 
Shall break Ay Edwin’s toa”* 


While this ballad was reading, Sophia seemed to mix an air of ten- 
derness with her approbation. But our tranquillity was soon disturbed 
by the report of a gun just by us ; and immediately after, a man was 
seen bursting through the hedge to take up the game he had killed. 
This sportsman was the Squire’s chaplain, who had shot one of the 
blackbirds that so agreeably entertained us. So loud a report; and so 
near, startled my daughters ; and I could perceive that Sophia, in the 
fright, had thrown herself into Mr. Btirchell's arms for protection. The 
gentleman came up, and asked pardon for having disturbed us, affirm- 


• Till’s poem, under-the title of ,‘tEdwin and Anseliasi” was written In *77* when a few co^ were 
private use! On its fint publication in " The Vicar of Wakefield,” in 1778, Goldsmith was charged with having plagansed 
from his friend Dr. Perey's "Friar of Orders Gray," which had appeared theyearpreriouslyin the "ReliquesofEariy Bspish 
Poetry." This charge Goldsmith at once puUicly refuted, slating that his ballad was written uid shown to P e^ bel« 
the latter had composed the "Friar." The'truA of this statement was eoafinned by Perqr! and has ever s mee be en 
admitted. It is probable the plot of both ballads was suggested by *' The Gentle Herdsman," which Perejc showed to 
Goldsmith. For pathos, sentiment, simplieity, and finish, this ballad has few equals^ and has ever eqjoyed me^ largest 
popularity. The numerous emeadadont which the author made, prove the care be bestowed on it : even saenfiemg two , 
very sweet final verses, rather than weaken the eflecc of its elosa 




ing that he was ignorant of oiir being so near. 'He Aerefore sat down 
by my youngest ydaughtef.’ ind, sportemam-like,' pffer^ her what he 
had killed' that morning. . ;She was’ ^ing to refuse,’ but a private look 
from her mother soon induced her to correct the mistake, and accept 
his present, though with some- reluctance.’ -My wife, as usual, dis- 
covered her pride in a whisper, observing ibaf Sophy had made a 
conquest of the chaplain, as- well .as her sister had of the Squire. I 
suspected, however, with more, probability, that her affections were 
placed upon a different object : The chaplmn's errand was to inform 
us that Mr! Thornhill had provided music and 'refreshments, and 'in- 
tended that night.^ving the young ladies a ball ;by. moonlight on .'the 
grass-plat before our door.' -‘‘‘.Nor can I deny,” continued he, “ but I 
have an interest in being first to deliver 'this messag^,.as I.^pect 
for my reward to be honoured with Miss Sophia’s hand as k partner.” 
To this my ^rl replied, that she should have no objection -if she 
could do it with honour. ■ “ But here,” continued she, “ is a gentleman,” 
looking at Mr." Burchell, “ who has been my coinpanioh in the task for 
the day, audit is fit he should share in its amusemen.ts.” • Mr. Burchell 
returned her a compliment for her intentions,’ but resigned her up to 
the chaplain, adding, that he .was to go that night five miles, .being in- 
vited to an harvest supper. HU refusal appeared to me a little extra- 
ordinary, nor could I concave how so sensible a girl as my youngest 
could thus prefer a man of broken fortunes to one whose expectations 
were much greater. But as 'men are most capable of distinguishing 
merit in women, so the ladies often - form the truest judgments of .us. 
The two sexes seem placed as spies upon each other, g ntl are furnished 
with different abilities, adapted for mutual inspection. 
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«, i,\t»!J*.‘; (ir i:»:»-.\T j'JsriNct !ON* iN*Tnoi>i;ct:p.— sumtKtOR fixery ever seems 

|T ■*»» CONFER SUFERIUR DRCEDINC. 

lU'KCiii-LL hnd scarce taken leave, and Sophia 
'* ft ■ dance with the cliaplain, wlien my Jittle 

4 Id' C'***”*-* running out to tell us that the Squire was 

*'ff **' company. Upon our return, we 

H ' found our landlord with a couple of under-gentlemen,' 

1 Jj'dics richly dressed, whom he introduced 

;1 *•'•"' as women of very great distinction and fashion from town. 

^N*e happened not to have chairs enough for the whole company ; but 
Mr. Thornhill iminedi.itcly proposed that every gentleman should sit 
« in a lady s lap. This 1 positively objected to, notwithstanding a look 
c i of <iisapprobation from iny wife. Moses was therefore dispatched to 
( borrow a couple of chairs ; and, as we were in want of ladies to make 
p up a set at country dances, the two gentlemen went with him in quest 
^ of a couple of partners. Chairs and partners were soon provided. ^ 
13 ^ -The gentlemen returned with my neighbour. Flamborough's rosy ^ 
daughters, flaunting with red top-knots. But an unlucky circumstance 
was not adverted to, though the Miss Flamboroughs were reckoned , 
the very best of dancers in the parish, and understood the jig and the 
round-about to perfection, yet they wpre totally unacquainted with 
country dances. This at first discomposed us ; however, after a little 9 , 
shoving and dragging, tliey at last went merrily on. Our; music con- | 
sisicd of two fiddles, with a pipe and tabor. The moon shone bright ; J 
Mr. Thornhill and my eldest daughter led up the ball, to the great M 
delight of the spectators ; for the neighbours, hearing what was going Jj 
forward, came flocking about us.. My girl moved with so much grace 
and vivacity, that my wife could not avoid discovering the pride of 0 
her heart, by assuring me that, though the little chit did.it so cleverly, ^ 
all the steps were stolen from hemelf.' The ladies of the town strove ^ 
hard to be equally easy, but without success. They swam, sprawled, Jl 
languished, and frisked ; but all, would not do ; the gazers, indeed, ^ 
owned that it was fine; but neighbour Flamborough observed, that Miss . ff 
Livy’s feet seemed as pat to the music as its echo.' After the dance ^ 
had continued about an hour, the two ladies, who were apprehensive 3 
of catching cold, moved, to break up the ball. One of them, I thought, ^ 























expressed her sentiments upon this occasion in a very coarse manner, 
when she observed, that, by the living Jingo, she was all of a muck of 
sweat. Upon our return to the house we found a very elegant cold 
supper, which Mr. Thornhill had ordered to be brought with ■ him. 
The conversation, at this time, was more reserved than before. The 
two ladies threw my girls quite into the shade ; for they would talk, 
of nothing but high life, and high-lived company; with other fashion- 
able topics, such as pictures, taste, Shakespeare, and the musical glasses. 
'Tis true, they once or -twice mortified us sensibly by slipping out an 
oath ; but that appeared to me as the surest symptom of their, distinc 
tion. (though I am since informed that swearing is perfectly unfashion- 
able). . Their finery, however, threw a veil over any grossness in their 
conversation. My daughters seemed to regard their superior accom- 
plishments with envy ; and whatever appeared amiss was ascribed to 
tip-top quality breeding. But the condescension of the ladies was still | 
superior to their other accomplishments. One o'f them observed that 
had Miss Olivia’ seen a little more of the world, it would greatly 
improve her. To which the other added, that a single winter in town 
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rould make^ litde Sophia quite another thing. My wife warmly 
assented to both ; adding, that there was nothing she more ardently 
wished than to give her girls a single winter’s polishing. To, this I 
could not help replying, that their breeding was already superior to 
their fortune ; and that greater tefinement would only serve to make 
their poverty ridiculous, and give them a taste for pleasures they had 
no right to possess. “ And what pleasures,” cried Mr. Thornhill, “ do 
they not deserve to possess, Avho have so much in their power to be- 
stow ? As for my part,” continued he, “ my fortune is pretty large ; 
love, liberty, and pleasure, are my maxims ; but, curse me, if a se'ttle- 
ment of half my estate could give ihy charming Olivia pleasure, it 
should be hers, and the only favour I would ask in return . would be to 
add myself to the benefit.” I was hot sucK a stranger to the world as 
to be ignorant that this was the fashionable cant to disguise the inso- 
lence of the basest proposal ; but I made an effort to suppress my 
resentment. “ Sir,” cried I, ** the family which you now condescend to 
favour with your company has been bred with as nice a sense of honour 
as you. Arty attempts to injure that may be attended with very 
dangerous consequences. Honour, sir, is our only possession at 
present, and of that last treasure we must be particularly careful.” I 
was soon sorrj’ for the warmth with which I had spoken this, when the 
young gentleman, grasping my hand, swore he - commended my spirit, 
though he disapproved my suspicions. " As to your present hint," 

^ continued he, “ I protest nothing was further from my heart <than such 
, a thought. No, by all that’s tempting, the virtue that will stand a 
^ regular siege was never to my taste ; for all my amours arc carried by 
‘ a coup dc main]' 


\\ , .T^ v''"; ^^ccted to be ignorant of the rest, seemed ) 

highly dispteed with this last stroke of freedom, and b^n a very ' 
discreet and senops dialogue upon -virtue. In this my wife, the chap 
ij lam. and I soon joined; and the Squire himself liras at last brought to 
^ confess a sense of sorrow for his former excesses. We talked of the 
il ‘'’<= in the mind unpolluted 

.i;„ i'“'n wnte kept up 


- ..this manner the night was passed in a most eonitoaSeTr; ’tilT at 
Wngth the company began to think of returning. The ladies seemed 
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very nnwillingr to part with my daughters, for Avhom they had con- 
ceived a ]>nriiculnr afTcction, and joined in a request to have the 
pleasure of tlicir company at home. The Squire seconded the pro- 
posal, and my wife added her entreaties ; the girls, too, looked upon 
me as if they wished to go. In this perplexity I made two or three 
excuses, which my daughters as readily removed ; so that at last I was 
obliged to give a peremptory refusal ; for which we had nothing but 
sullen looks and short answers the whole day ensuing. 


CHAPTER X. 

THE PAMI1.V ENDEAVOURS TO COPE WITH THEIR DfeTTERS.— THE MISERIES OF THE POOR 
WHEN THEV ATTEMPT TO APPEAR ABOVE THEIR CIRCUMSTANCES. 

NOW began to find that all my long and painful 
lectures upon temperance, simplicity, and content- 
ment, were entirely disregarded. The distinctions lately 
^ paid us by our betters awakened that pride which I had 
laid asleep, but not removed. Our windows again, as 
formerly, were filled with washes for the neck and face. 
The sun was dreaded as an enemy to the skin with- 
out doors, and the fire as a spoiler of tlie complexion within. My 
wife observed, that rising too early would hurt her daughters' eyes, 
that working after dinner would redden their noses, and she convinced > 
me that the hands never looked so white as when they did nothing. 
Instead, therefore, of finishing George’s shirts, we now had them ^ 
new-modelling • their old gauzes, or flourishing upon catgut. The ^ 
poor Miss Flamboroughs, their former gay companions, were cast off 
as mean acquaintance, and the whole conversation ran upon high life ^ 
and high-lived company, with pictures, taste, Shakespeare, and the j 
musical glasses. i 

But we could have borne all this, had not a fortune-telling gipsy a 
• come to raise us into perfect sublimity. The tawny sibyl no sooner « 
appeared, -than my girls came running to me for a shilling a-piece to 
cross her hand with silver. To say the trutli, I was tired of being J 
always wise, and could not help gratifying their request, because I ^ 
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loved to see them happy. I gave each of them a shilling'; though; for 
the honour of the famity, it must be observed, that they never went 
without money themselves, as my wife always generously let them 
have a guinea each, to keep in thmr pockets ; but widi strict injunc- 
tions never to change it. After they had been closeted up Avith the 
fortune-teller for some time, .1 kne\^ by their looks, upon their return- 
ing, that they had been promised something great. “ Well, my girls, 
how have you sped ? Tell me, Livy, has the fortune-teller given thee 
a pennyworth ? ” “I protest, papa,” says the girl, " I believe she deals 
widi somebody that’s not right ; for she positively declared, that I am 
to be married to a Squire in less dian a twelvemonth !” “Well, now, 
Sophy, my child,” said I, “and what sort of a husband are you to 
have ? “ Sir,” replied she, “ I am to have a Lord soon after.my sister 

has married the Squire.” “ How ! ” cried I, “ is that all you are to have 
for your two shillings ? Only a I^rd and a Squire for two shillings ! — 
You fools! I could have promised you a Prince and a Nabob for half 
the money.” 

This curiosity of theirs, however, was attended Avith very serious 
effects ; we now began to dunk ourselves designed by the stars to 
something exalted, and already anticipated our future grandeur. 

It has been a thousand times observed, and I must observe it once 
more, that the hours AA'e pass \\nth happy prospects in view are more 
p easing than those crowned with fruition. In the first case, we cook 
the dish to our own appetite ; in Ae latter, nature cooks it for us. It 
IS impossible to repeat the train oPagfeeable reveries we called up for 
our entertainment. We looked upon our fortunes as once more rising ; 

' r parish M,erted that the Squire tvas in love with my 
th^ anally so tvith him ; for they pereuaded her into 

d.^S TVl interval, my wife Itad the most lucky 

tTL\t , took care to teU us every morning 

cmi H ^ It tvas one night 7coffin and 

im-^i^S h^r ^ ■“ poaching wedding ; at Lther time she 

icings, a certain sign 

mat iiicj would shortly be stuffed witli ortici 'tu • i i i 
had thoir om^snc . i gold. The girls themseh^es 

in the candle; pursed teuS^r^iT* ' they saw rings 
larked in the boftom of tme-love-knots 

nlnch, uuh their compliments, they hoped to see aU our family 
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jt church the Sunday following. All Saturday morning I could perceive, 
•fc in consequence of this, my wife and daughters in close conference to- 
ll gather, and now and then glancing at me with looks that betrayed a 
latent ploL To be sincere, I had strong suspicions that some absurd 
proposal was preparing for appearing with splendour the next daj'. In 
the evening, thej* began their ope^dons in a very r^fular manner, and 
^ my wife undertook to conduct the siege. After tea, when I seemed in 
^ spirits, she began thus : “ I fancy, Charles, my dear, vre shall have a 
great deal of good company at our church to-morrow,” Perhaps we 
II ma\ , my dear, returned I ; “ though you need be under no uneasiness 
^ about that ; you shall have a sermon, whether there be or not.” 
i, “That is what I expect,” returned she; “but I think, my dear, we 
^ ought to appear there as decently as possible, for who knows what may 
it A ‘ ^ precautions,” replied I, “ are highly commendable. 

A d^t behamour and appearance at church is what charms me. We 
• shorn be devout and humble, cheerful and serene.” “ Yes,” cried she, 

' li ” ^ mean we should go there in as proper a manner 

'1 ^ ® » Jtot altogether like the scrubs about us.” “ You are quite 

ng t, mj «r, returned I, “ and I was going to make the verj' same 

^ i. ■■ * nianner of going is, to go there as early as pos- 

jl ^ole, to have time for meditation before the service begins'" " Phoo, 
^ Charles, interrupted she, “ all that is verj^ true ; but not what I would 
i should go there genteelly. You know the church 

h’ inrr n ^ ^ protest I don’t like to see my daughters' tnidg- 

^ alfthe and red vrith walking, a^ looking for 

t has be-k L <»*rhro plough horses, the colt fliat 

I “mpanion BlackberTJ^ 

^ both orotnt fat and"? thii^ for this mondi past ; they are 

they uiU cut a rery tol^biriig^ “““ ^ 

j| moregented thar^sMb would be twenty times 

k eyed, and the colt P-, “ B'xiberrj- was wall- 

ij the rein, but had a hundred^ • - ’ never been broke to 

I saddle and pHlion in the whtleZL‘™tli 

n, ' l-tceived them no; a “">*• The nextmorning 

such materials as might 
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i.Mj iu c»:j;;;.ij'v Jnr liic: t:-.\pi.‘(!iiion : but, as I founcl it would be a business 
<»! I vval’icd on to the church belbrc, and they promised speedily 
to K»!!ow*. I wailed near an hour in the reading-desk for their arrival ; 

i‘.<kt tending ti>cm come as expected, 1 was obliged to begin, and 
went through ih«: service, not without some uneasiness at finding 
iheuu .alt'irni. 'riiis was increased when nil was finished, and no 
appt:.iran<'u of the fninily. I therefore walked back by the horse-way 
\vhii‘i» was five miles round, though the foot-way was but two, and 
when g<u alwuit half wat* home, perceived the procession marching 
slowly forward lowartis the church — luy son, my wife, and the two 
little ones, exalted on one horse, and iny two daughters upon the other. 

1 oVniauded the cause of their delay ; but I soon found by their looks 
llu:y hatl met with a thousand misfortunes on the road. The horses 
had at lirsl refused to move from the door, till Mr. Burchcll was kind 
enough to bent them forward fur about two hundred yards with his 
cuilgel. Next llie straps of iny wife’s pillion broke down, and they 
Were obliged to si«ip to repair them before they could proceed. After 
that, one of the horses look it into his head to stand still, and neither 
bluw.s nor entreaties could prevail with him to proceed. He was just 
recovering from this dismal situation "when I found them ; but per- 
ceiving everything safe, I own their present mortification did not 
much displease me, as it would give me many opportunities of future 
triumph, and teach my daughters more humility. 





CHAPTER XL 

THE FAMILY STILL RESOLVE TO HOLD UP THEIR HEADS. 

ICHAELMAS-EVE happening on the next day, 
we were invited to burn nuts and play tricks at 
neighbour Flamborough’s. Our late mortifications 
had humbled us a little, or it is probable we might 
have rejected such an invitation with contempt : how- 
ever, we suffered ourselves to be happy. Our honest 
neighbour’s goose and dumplings were fine ; and the Iamb s 
in the opinion of my wife, who was a connoisseur, was ex- 
is true, his manner of telling stories was not quite so well. 
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They were verj’^ long, and very dull, and all about himself, and we had 
laughed at them ten times before : however, we were kind enough to 
laugh at them once more. 

Mr. Burchell, who was of the party, was always fond of seeing some 
innocent amusement going forward, and set the boys and g^rls to blind 
man’s buff. My wife, too, was persuaded to join in the diversion, and 
it gave me pleasure to think she was not yet too old. In the mean- 
time, my neighbour and I looked on, laughed at every feal^ and praised 
our own dexterity when we were young. Hot cockles succeeded nex^ 
questions and commands followed that, and, last of all, they sate down 
to hunt tlie slipper. As ever}*' person may not be acquainted with this 
primseval pastime, it may be necessary' to observe, that the company at „ 
this play plant themselves in a ring upon the ground, all except one ft 
who stands in the middle, whose business it is to ra t r h a shoe, which y 
the company shove about under their hams from one to another, some- 
thing like a weavers shuttle. As it is impossible^ in this case, 'for the 
lady who is up to face all the company at once, the great beauty of the 
p ay lies in hitting her a thump with the heel of the shoe on thafside- o 
e^t capable of making a defence. It in this mannef that my ^ 
eldest daughter hemmed in, and thumped about, all blowzed, in ^ 
bawling for fw play, with a voice that might deafen a 
a smger, w hen, confusion on confusion, who should enter the room 
but our two great acquaintances from towm. Lady Blarney and Miss 
I ^''*^i'elmma Amelia Skeggs ! Description would but beggar, 

I ^ describe this new mortification. Death J 

^ breeding in such vulgar attitudes! 

^ play of Mr. Flam- 

as if actuallv'SSiS^rf • h stuck to the ground for some tunCi 

as u actually petrified With amazement. 

\ honi^<^me'aftw us hith^i^ th'ev^w''^^ I 

^ OUvlaundertcmkmi 

ladies were greatly concern^LiTutTeitrtold tht' ^ 

hurt, they were e.xtremelv rfad - W family received no 


hurt, they were c.xtremely ^ L’ ■ r no J 

almost killed with fric^ht thev were x- J ^ informed that we Avere (1 
had a vetA- eood nivht ^ sorrj’- ; but hearing that we 

e.xtremely dad aoain. V 


i “-risi 

- ■** 
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the last evening were warm, but now they were ardent. They pro- 
tested a desire of -having a more lasting acquaintance. Lady Blarney 
was particularly attached to Olivia ; Miss Carolina Wilhelmina Amelia 
Skeggs (I love to give the whole name) took a gfreater fancy to her 
sister. They supported the conversation between themselves, while my 
daughters sate .silent, admiring their exalted breeding. But as every 
reader, however beggarly himself, is fond of high-lived dialogues, 
with anecdotes of Lords, Ladies, and Knights of the Garter, I 
must beg leave to give him the concluding part of the present conver- 
sation. 

“ All that I know of the matter,” cried Miss Skeggs, “ is this, that it 
may be true, or it may not be true ; but this I can assure your Lady- 
ship, that the whole rout was in amaze ; his Lordship turned all manner 
of colours, my Lady fell into -a swoon ; but Sir Tomkyn, drawing his 
sword, sv^ore he was hers to the last drop of his blood.” 

“ Well,” replied our Peeress, “ this I- can say, tliat the duchess never 
told me a syllable- of the matter, and I believe her grace would keep 
nothing a secret from me. This you may depend upon as fact, that 
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^ the next morning my Lord Duke cried out three times to his valet-de- 
chambre, Jemigah ! Jemigan ! Jemigan ! bring me my garters." 

But previously I should have mentioned the verj' impolite behaviour 
of Mr. Burchell, who, during this discourse, sat with 'his face turned to 
- the fire, and at the conclusion of every sentence would cry out Fudge ! 
an expression which displeased us all, and in some measure damped 
the rising spirit of the conversation. 

“ Besides, my dear Skeggs,’’ continued our Peeress, “ there is nodiing 
of this in the . copy of Verses that Dr. Burdock made upon the 
occasion.” Fiidge ! ' 

^ I “I am surprised at that," cried Miss Skeggs; “for he seldom leaves 
A anything out, as he writes only for his own amusement. But can your 

« Ladyship favour tne with a sight of them?” Fudge! 

My dear creature, replied our Peeress, “dp you think I .carry such 
things about me ? Though they are very fine to be sure, and I tliink 
myself something of a judge: at least I know what pleases myself. 
Indeed, I was ever an admirer of all Dr. Burdock’s little pieces ; for 
except what he does, and our dear Countess at Hanover Square, 
there s nothing comes out but the most lowest stuff in nature; not a' 
bit of high life among them." Fudge ! 

" ^dyship should except,” says t’other, “your own things in 
the Ladys Magazine.’ I hope you’ll say there’s nothing lowJived 
^ suppose we are to have no more from that quarter ?” . 

Lidy. "you know my render and com- 
ev™ von^ “ “y P®" 

ji tobesure thirtv^ni A ^ *”atter to fin4, and, 

f ofcharact^,thatLn“iid,wX“and"b for a well-bred girl 

i '’’“TlnU ST'"’— *d\^^ thl“nbom ^ 

f comp-a^iona I tTifl^ “Life’ J ^ 

f .no small aaalary; and “ 5'“^ 

I > suspnctcd an intrigue with 

Blarney, v irtue is wXmlTprire- 

if ‘ P"“ • w that to be found ? " 

• 

{^K wife had been for a lon<^ time all 'irf/ani-; .. t - 

^ ““ attention to this discourse, but 
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was particularly struck with the latter part of it. Thirty pounds and 
iwcnly-fivc guineas a year, made fifty-six pounds five shillings English 
money ; all which was in a manner going a begging, and might easily 
bo secured in the family. She for a moment studied- my looks for 
approbation; and, to own a truth, I was of opinion, that two such 
places would fit our two daughters exactly. Besides, if the Squire had 
any real affection for my eldest daughter, this would be the way to 
make her ever}' way qualified for her fortune. My wife, therefore, 
was resolved that we should not be deprived of such advantages for 
want of assurance, and undertook to harangue for the family "I 
hope,” cried she, " your Ladyships will pardon my present presumption. 
It is true, we have no right to pretend to such favours, but yet it is 
natural for me to wish putting my children forward in the world. And 
I will be bold to say, my two girls have had a pretty good education, 
and capacity ; at least, the country can*t show better. They can read, 
write, and cast accounts; they understand their needle, broad-stitch, 
cross and change, and all manner of plainwork ; they can pink, point, 
and frill ;• and know something of music ; they can do up small clothes ; 
work upon catgut ; my eldest can cut paper, and my youngest has a 
very pretty manner of telling fortunes upon the cards.” Titdge / 

When she had delivered this pretty piece of eloquence, the two 
ladies looked at each other a few-minutes in silence, with an air of 
doubt and importance. At last Miss Carolina Wilhelmina Amelia 
Skeggs. condescended to obseive, that the young ladies, from the 
opinion she could form of them- from so slight an acquaintance, seemed 
very fit for such employments : but a thing of this kind, madam, 
cried she, addressing my spouse, “ requires a thorough - examination 
into characters, and a more perfect knowledge of each other, 
madam,” continued she, " that I in the least suspect the young ladies 
virtue, prudence, and discretion ; but there is a form in these thingp, 

madam ; there is a form.” Fudge ! 

My wife approved her suspicions very much, observing, that she was 
very apt to be suspicious herself; but referred her to all the neighbours 
■for a character : but this our Peeress declined as unnecessary^ alleging 
that her cousin Thornhill’s recommendation would be sufficient, and 
upon 'this we rested our petition. 
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lX)ndon is the only place in the world for all manner of husbands. 
Besides, my dear, stranger things happen ever}* day : and as ladies of 
quality are so taken with my daughters, what will not men of quality 
be ? Entre iioits, I protest I like my Lady Blarney vastly : so vet}' 
obliging. However, Miss Carolina Wilhelmina Amelia Ske^s has my 
warm heart. But yet, when they came to talk of places in town, you 
saw at once how I nailed them. Tell me, my dear, don’t you think I 
did for my children there?” “Ay,” returned I, not knowing well what ■ 
to think of the matter ; “ Heaven grant they may be both the better 
for it this day three months ! ” This was one of those observations 
I usually made to impress my wife with an opinion of my 'sagacity : 
for if the girls succeeded, then it was a pious wish fulfilled ; .but if 
an}*thing unfortunate ensued, then it might be looked upon as a pro- 
phecy. All this conversation, however, was only preparatory to another 
U scheme, and indeed I dreaded as much. This was nothing less than 
^ ‘ that, as we were' now to hold up our heads a litde higher in the world, 
it would be proper to sell the colt, which was grown old, at a neigh- 
bouring fair, and buy us a Horse that would carry single or double 
upon an occasion, and make a pretty appearance at church or upon a 
visit. This at first I opposed stoutly, but it was as stoutly defended. 
However, as I weakened, my antagonists gained strength, till at last it 
was resolved to part "vrith him. 

As the fair happened on the following day, I had intentions of going 
myself; but my wife persuaded me that I had got a cold, and nothing 
could prevail upon her to permit me from home. " No, my dear," said 
she, “ our son Moses is a discreet boy, and can buy and sell to very 
good advantage ; you know all our great bargains are of his pur- 
chasing. He always stands out and higgles, and actually tires them 
till he gets a bargain." 

w' As I had some opinion of my son’s prudence, I was willing enough 
U to entrust him with this commission ; and the next morning I perceived 
his sisters mighty busy in fitting out Moses for the fair; trimming his 
hair, brushing his buckles, and focking his hat with pins. The 
business of the toilet being over, we had at last the satisfaction of 
seeing him mounted upon the colt, with a deal box before him to bring 
home groceries in. He had on a coat made of that cloth called 
thunder and lightning, which, though grown too short, was much too 
Soc'd to be thrown away. His waistcoat was of gosling green, and 
^ his sisters had tied his hair with a broad black ribbon. We all 
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J followed him several paces from the door, bawling after him, “ Good 
d luck ! g'ood luck ! till we could sec him no longer. 

He was scarcely gone, when Mr. Thornhill’s butler came to con- 
gratulatc us upon our good fortune, saying that he overheard his 
jt young master mention our names with great commendation. 
jA Good fortune seemed resolved not to come alone. Another foot- 
J mail from the same family followed, witli a card for my daughters, 
importing that the two ladies had received such pleasing accounts 
^ from Mr. Thornhill of us all, that,- after a few previous inquiries, they 
H hoped to be perfectly satisfied^. “ Ay,’’ cried my wife, “ I now see it is 
no easy matter to get into the families. of the great, but when one 
once gets in, then, as Moses .says, one may go to sleep.” To this 
piece of humour, for she intended it for wit, my daughters assented 
with a loud laugh of pleasure. In short, such was her satisfaction at 
this message, that she actually put her hand in her pocket, and gave 
the messenger sevenpence halfpenny. 

This was to be our visiting da)^ The next that came was Mr. 
Burchell, who had been at the fair. He brought my little ones a 
pennj’worth of gingerbread each, which my wife undertook to keep 
for them, and give them by letters at a time. He brought my 
daughters also a couple of boxes, in which they might keep wafers, 
snuff, patches, or even money, when they got it. My wife was usually 
fond of a weasel-skin purse, as being the most lucky ; but this by-the- 
bye. We had still a regard for Mr. Burchell, though his late rude 
behaviour was in some measure displeasing ; nor could we rtow avoid 
communicating our Happiness to him, and asking his advice : although 
we seldom followed advice, we were all ready enough to ask it. 
When he read the note from the two ladies he shook his head, and 
observed that an affair of this sort demanded the utmost circumspec- 
tion. This air of diffidence highly displeased my wife. "I never 
doubted, sir,” cried she, “ your readiness to be against my daughters 
and me. You have more circumspection than is wanted. However, 

I fancy Avhen we come to ask advice, we shall apply to persons who n 
seem to have made use of it themselves."—" Whatever my own con- jj 
duct may have been, madam," replied he, " is not the present question; 
though as I have made no use of advice myself, I should in conscience 
give it .to' those that will.” As I was apprehensive this answer might 
draw on a repartee, making up by abuse what it wanted, in wit, 
changed the subject, by seeming, to wonder what could keep our 
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so long at the fair, as it was now almost nightfall. “ Never mind our 
son," cried my wife, “ depend upon it he knows what he is about; I’ll 
warrant we’ll never see him sell his hen of a rainy day. I have seen 
him buy such bargains as would amaze .one. I’ll tell you a good story 
about diat, that will make you split your sides with laughing. ■ But as 
I live, yonder comes Moses, without a horse, .and tlie box at his 
back.” * • ■ ‘ 

As she spoke, Moses -came slowly on foot, and sweating under the 
deal box, which he had strapped round his shoulders like a pedlaV. 

“ Welcome ! welcome, Moses ! well, niy boy, what have you brought j 
I us from the fair ?’’ — “ I have brought you myself," cried Moses, witli a , 
sly look, and resting the box on the dresser. “ Ah, Moses,” cried my 
, wife, " that 'we know, but where is .the horse ?’’ — “ I have sold him," 

\ cried Moses, “ for three pounds five shillings and twopence.” — “ Well 
[ done, my good boy," returned she; “I knew you would toudi them off. 
i Between ourselves, three pounds five shillings and twopence is no bad 
day’s work. Come, let us have it then.” — I have brought back no 
I money," cried Moses again, “ I have laid it all out in a bargain, and 
g here it is,” pulling out a bundle from his breast; “ here they are ; a 
h gross of green spectacles, with silver rims and shagreen cases." — “ A 
I gross of gieen spectacles !” repeated my wife, in a faint voice. “ And* 
you have parted with the colt, and brought us back nothing but a gross 
I of green paltry spectacles !” — “ Dear mother,” cried the boy, “ why 
ft won't you listen to reason ? I had them a dead bargain or I should 
not have bought them. The silver rims alone will sell for double the 
I ■ money." — " A fig for the silver rims!” cried my wife iit a passion; " I dare 
« swear they won't sell for above half rite money at the rate of broken 
U silver, five shillings an ounce.” — “You need be under no uneasiness," 1 
^ cried I, “ about selling the rims, for they are not worth sixpence, for I 
perceive they are only copper \Tirnished over.'’ — “ What,” cried my ^ 
If wife, “not silver! the rims not silver!" — No," cried I, "no more 
silver than your sauceiJan.” — “And so," returned she, “we have 
» parted with the colt, and have only got a gross of green spectades with 
y copper rims and shagreen cases! A murrain take sudt trumpery. 

^ The blockhead has been imposed upon, and should have known his 
l[ company better!" — “There, my dear.” cried I, “you are wrong; he 
should not have known them at all." — “ Marry, hang the idiot !” 

«|f returned she, “ to bring me such stuff ; if 1 had them 1 would throw 
them in the fire." — “ There again you are wrong, mv dear,” cried 1 ; 

so 


^ them in the fire." 
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“ for though, they be copper, we will keep them by us, as copper 
spectacles, you know, are better than nothing.” 

By this time tlie unfortunate Moses was undeceived. He now saw 
that he had been imposed upon by a prowling sharper, who, observing 
his figure, had marked him for an easy prey. I therefore asked him 
the circumstances of his deception. He sold the horse, it seems, and , 
walked the fmr in search of . another. A reverend-looking man 
brought him to a tent, under pretence of having one to sell. “ Here,” 
continued Moses, “we met another man, very well dressed, who 
desired to borrow .twenty pounds upon these, saying that he. wanted 
money, and would dispose of them for a third of their value. The 
first gentleman, who pretended to be my friend, whispered me to buy 
them, and cautioned me not. to let so good an offer pass. . I sent for 
Mr. Flamborough, and. they talked him up as finely as thej'^ did me ; 
and so at last we were persuaded. to buy the two gross between us.” 



CHAPTER XIII.. 

MR. nURCHELL IS. FOintD TO RE AX ENEMY; FOR HE HAS THE CONFIDENCE TO GIVE 

DISAGREEABLE ADVICE. 

^UR family had now made several attempts to be'fine ; 
but some unforeseen disaster demolished each as 
soon as projected. 1 endeavoured to take the ad- 
vantage of everj' disappointment to improve their 
« good sense, in proportion as they were frustrated in 

il ambition. "You see, my children," cried I, "how little 

is to be got by attempts to impose upon the world, in coping 
with our betters. Such as are poor, and will associate w'ith none but 
the rich, are hated by those they avoid, and despised by those they 
follow. Unequal combinations are always disadvantageous to the 
weaker side; the rich, having the pleasure, the poor the incon- 
veniences, that result from them. But come, Dick, my boy, and repeat 
A the fable you were reading to-day, for the good of the company.” 
y “ Once upon a time,” cried the child, " a giant and a dwarf were 
friends, and kept together. They made a bargain that they would 
}!I never forsake e.ach other, but go seek adventures. The first battle 
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was with two Saracens ; and the dwarf, who was very 
coumg'eous, dealt one of the champions a most angry blowl It did 
^ the Saracen but vcr)r little injury, who. lifting up his sword, fairly 
'I struck off the poor dwarfs arm. He was now in a woful' plight ; but ) 
« the giant, coming to his assistance, in a short time left the two ^ 
Saracens dead on the plain, and tlie dwarf cut off the dead man’s head 
out of spile. They then travelled on to another adventure. This 
was against three bloody-minded satyrs, who were carr ying away a 
damsel in distress. TIic dwarf was not quite so fierce now as before; 
but for all that struck the first blow, which was returned by another 
that knocked out his eye ; but the giant was soon up with them, and, 
had they not fled, would certainly have killed them eveiy one. They 
were all verj' joyful for this victory, and the damsel who was relieved 
fell in love with the giant, and-married him. They now travelled far, 
and farther than I can tell, till tliey met with a company of robbers* 

The giant, for the first time, Avas foremost now ; but the dwarf was 
not far behind. The battle was stout and long. Wherever the giant 
came, all fell before him; but the dwarf had like to have been killed more 
than once. At last, the victory declared for the two adventurers ; but 
the dwarf lost his leg. The dwarf was now without an arm, a leg, and 
an eye, while the giant was without a single wound. Upon which he 
cried out to his little companion, ‘ My little hero, this is glorious sport; 
let us get one victory more, and tlien we shall have honour for ever.’ 

— ‘No,’ cries the dwarf, Avho was by tliis time grown wiser, ‘no; I 
declare off j I’ll fight no more, for I find, in every battle, that you get . 
all the honour and rcAvards, but all the blows fall upon me.’” 

I Avas going to moralise this fable, when our attention Avas called 
off to a warm dispute betAveen my wife and Mr. Burchell, upon my 
daughters' intended expedition to town. My Avife very strenuously 
insisted upon the advantages that would result from it Mr. Burchell, 
on the contrary, dissuaded her with great ardour, and I stood neuter. 

His present dissuasions seemed but the second part of those Avhich 
AATcre. receiAred AAritli so ill a grace in the morning. . The dispute grew 
high, while poor Deborah, instead of reasoning stronger, talked louder, 
and Avas at last obliged to take shelter from a defeat in clamour. The 
conclusion of her harangue, however^ was highly displeasing to us all . 
she knew, she said, of some who had their own secret reasons for what 
they advised ; but for her part, she wished such to stay away from her 
house for the future, “ Madeun,” cried Burchell, Avith looks of great 
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composure, which tended to inflame -her the more, “as for secret 
reasons, you are right ; I have secret reasons which I forbear to men- 
tion, because you are not able to answer those of which I make no 
secret. But I find. my visits here' are become troublesome; I’ll take 
my leave .therefore now, and perhaps come once more to- take a final 
farewell when I am quitting the country.” Thus saying, he took up 
his hat ; nor could the attempts of Sophia, whose looks seemed to 
upbraid his precipitancy, prevent his going. 

When gone, we all regarded each other for some minutes witli con- 
fusion. My wife, who knew herself to be the cause, strove to hide her 
concern widi a forced smile, and an air of assurance, which I was will- 
ing to reprove : “ How, woman ! cried I- to her, “ is it thus we treat 
strangers ? Is it thus we return their kindness ? Be assured, my dear, 
that these were the harshest words, and to me the most unpleasing, 
that have escaped your lips 1 “ Why would he provoke me, then ? ” 

replied she ; “ but I know the motives of his advice perfectly well. He 
would prevent my girls from going to town, that he may have the 
pleasure of my youngest daughter’s company here at home. But what- 
ever happens, she shall choose better company than such low-lived 
fellows as he.” — “Low-lived, my dear, do you call him ?” cried I ; “it is 
very possible we may mistake this man’s character; for he seems, upon 
some occasions, the ’most finished gentleman I ever knew. Tell nie, 
Sophia, my girl, has he ever given you any secret instances of his at- 
tachment ? ” — “ His conversation witlr me, sir,” replied my daughter, 
" has ever been sensible, modest, and pleasing. As to aught else, no, 
never. Once, indeed, I remember to have heard him say, he never 
knew a woman who could find merit in a man that seemed poor.” — 
“ Such, my dear,” cried I, “ is the common cant of all the unfortunate 
or idle. But I hope you have been taught to judge properly of such 
men, and that it would be even madness to expect happiness from one 
who has been so very bad an economist of his own. Your mother and 
1 have now better prospects for you. The ne.\t winter, which you will 
probably spend in town, will give you opportunities of making a more 
prudent choice.” 

What Sophia’s reflections were upon this occasion, I cannot pretend 
to determine ; but I was not displeased at the bottom, that we were 
... rid of a guest from whom I had much to fear. Our breach of hospi- 
tality went to my conscience a little; but I quickly silenced that moni- 
^ ’ tor liy two or three specious reasons, which served to satisfy and 
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•‘-^oncilc me to myself. The pain which conscience gives the man 
who has already done wrong is soon got over. Conscience is a co^vard, 

:1 faults it has not strength enough to prevent, it seldom has 

'5; justice enough to accuse. 

i 


CHAPTER XIV. 

rKl-.SII MORTIFICATIONS, OR A OKMONSTRATION THAT SEE&tlXG CALAMITIES MAY BE REAL 

BLESSINGS. 


journey oi my qaugnters to town was now re- 
‘ upon, Mr. Thornhill having kindly promised 

inspect their conduct himself, and inform us by letter , 
their behaviour. But it Avas thought indispensably 
necessary that their appearance should equal, tlie 
greatness of their expectations, which could not be done ) 
witliout expense. We debated, therefore, in full council, > 
what were the easiest methods of raising money ; or, more properly 
speaking, what Ave could most conveniently sell. The deliberation Avas J 
soon finished : it w'as found that our remaining horse was utterly use- V 
less for the plough Avithout his companion, and equally unfit for the | 
road, as AA'anting an eye : it was therefore determined that Ave should % 
dispose of him, for tlie purpose above mentioned, at the neighbouring | 
fair ; and, to prevent imposition, that *I should go AAUth him myself. <k 
Though this was one of the first mercantile transactions of my life, yet || 
I had no doubt about acquitting myself Avith reputation. The opinion a A 
man forms of his OAvn prudence is measured by that of the company he S 
keeps, and as mine Avas mostly in the family Avay, I had conceived no a 
unfavourable sentiments of my Avorldly Avisdom. My Avife, hoAvever, 
next morning at parting, after I had got some paces from tlie door, U 
called me back, to advise me, in a Avhisper, to have all my eyes about j 

me. . u U 

I had, in the usual forms, Avhen I came to the fair, put my horse Jf 

through all his paces, but for some time had no bidders. At ast a 

chapman approached, and after he had for a good Avhile examine t e J 

horse round, finding him blind of one eye, he Avould have nothing to^ 
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say to him ; a second came up, but observing he had a spavin, declared 
he would not take him for tlie driving home ; a third perceived he had 
a windgall, and would bid no money j a fourth knew by his eye that he 
had die botts ; a fifth wondered what a plc^ie I could do at die fair 
with a blind, spavined, galled hack, that was only fit to be cut up for a 
dog-kennel. By diis time I began to have a most hearty contempt 
for the poor animal myself, and was almost ashamed, at the appro.ach 
of ever)' customer *, for though 1 did not entirely believe all the fellows 
told me, yet I reflected that the number of witnesses was a strong 
presumption they were right; and St. -Gregory, upon good works, 
professes himself to be of the same opinion. 

I was in this mortifying situation, when a brother clergyman, an old 
acquaintance, who had also business at the fair, came up, and shaking 
me by the hand, proposed adjourning to a public-house, and taking a 
glass of whatever we could get, I readily closed with the offer, and, 
entering an alehouse, we were shown into a little back room, where 
there was only a venerable old man, who sat wholly intent over a 
large book, which he was reading. I never in my life saw a figure 
that prepossessed me more favourably. His locks of silver grey 
venerably shaded his temples, and his green old age seemed to be the 
result of health and benevolence. However, his presence did not in- 
terrupt our conversation : my friend and I discoursed on the various 
turns of fortune we had met ; tlie Whistonian controversy, my last 
pamphlet, the archdeacon’s reply, and the hard measure that was dealt 
me. But our attentioi\ was in a short time taken off by the appear- 
ance of a youth, who, entering the room, respectfully said something 
softly to the old stranger. " hlake no apologies, my child,” said the 
old man ; " to do good is a duty we owe to all our fellow-creatures ; 
take this, 1 wish it were more : but five pounds will relieve your dis- 
tress, and you are welcome.” The modest youth shed tears of grati- 
tude, and yet his gratitude was scarce equal to mine. I could have 
hugged the good old man in my arms, his benevolence pleased me so. 
He continued to read, and we resumed our conversation, until my coni- 
(1^ panion, after some time, recollecting tliat he had business to transact in 
the fair, promised to be soon back ; adding, that he always desired to 
have as much of Dr. Primrose's company as possible. The old gentle- 
man hearing my name mentioned, seemed to look at me with attention 
for some lime, and when my friend was gone, most respectfully dc- 

any 'vay related to the great Primrose, that 
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manded if 1 was in 
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courag^eous monogamist, Avho had been the bulwark, of the church. 
Never did my heart feel sincerer rapture than at that moment. “ Sir,” 
cried I, “the applause of so good a man, as I am sure you. are, adds to 
that 'happiness in my breast which your benevolence has already ex- 
. cited. Y ou behold before you, sir, that Dr.’ Primrose, the monogamist, 
Avhom you have been pleased to call great. ' You here see that unfor- 
tunate divine, who has so long, and it would ill become me to say 
successfully, fought against the deuterogamy of the age.” “ Sir,”’ cried 
the stranger, struck with awe, “ I fear I have been too familiar; but 
you’ll forgive my curiosity, sir : I beg pardon.” - “ Sir,” cried I, grasp- 
ing his hand, “ you are so far. from displeasing me by your familiar ity, 
that I must beg you’, 11 accept my friendship, as you already have my 
esteem.” “ Then Avith gratitude I accept the offer,” cried he, squeez- 
ing me by the hand, “ thou glorious pillar qf unshaken orthodoxy ; and 

do' I behold "■ I here interrupted what he was going to say ; for 

though, as an author, I could- digest no. small share, .of flattery, yet now 
my modesty would pefmit no more. ■ However, no lovers in romance 
ever cemented a more instantaneous friendship. We talked upon 
several subjects ; at 'first, I thought him rather devout than learned, 
and began to think he despised all human doctrines as dross. Yet 
this no way lessened him in my esteem; for I had .for some time begun 
privately to harbour such an opinion myself. I therefore took occasion 
to observe, that the world in general began to be blameably indifferent 
as to doctrinal matters, and followed human speculations too much. 

“ Ay, sir,” replied he, as if he had reserved all his learning to that 
moment, “ayr sir, the Avorld is in its dotage, and yet the cosmogony, or 
creation of the world, has puzzled philosophers of all ages. What a 
medley of opinions have they not broached upon the creation of the 
Avorld ! Sanchoniatlion, Manetho, Berosus, and Ocellus Lucanus, have 
all attempted it in vain. The-latter has these words, Aitarc/ion ara 
kai atelutaion to pan, which imply that all things have neither begin- 
ning nor end. Manetho also, who lived about the time of Nebuchadon- 
Asser — Asser being a Syriac Avord usually applied as a surname to the | 
Idngs of that country, as Teglat Phael-Asser; Nabon- Asser — ^lic, I Jj 
say, formed a conjecture equally absurd ; for, as Ave usually sa}’, ck to 
biblion kiibcrnctes, Avhich implies tliat books Avill ne\'er teach the 

world; so he attempted to investigate But, sir, I ask pardon, I am 

straying from the question.” That he actually AA'as ; nor could I for J 
my life see hoAv the creation of the world had anything to do Avith /|h 
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business I was talking of ; but it was sufficient to show me that he i ; 
was a man of letters, and 1 now reverenced him the more. I was , 
resolved, therefore, to bring him to the touchstone ; but he was too < | 
mild and too gentle to contend for victory. Whenever I made any ^ 
observation that looked like a challenge to controversy, he would « 
smile, shake his head, and say nothing ; by which I understood he W 
could say much if he thought proper. The subject, therefore, insensi- « 
bly chap.gcd from the business of antiquity to that which brought us If 
both to the fair ; mine, 1 told him, was to sell a horse ; and, very jl 
luckily indeed, his was to buy one for one of his tenants. My horse i\ 
was soon produced, and in fine we struck a bargain. Nothing now i> 
remained but to pay me, and he accordingly pulled out a thirty-pound j * 
note, and bade me change it. Not being in a capacity of complying A 
with his demand, he ordered his footman to be called up, who made J ' 
his appearance in a very genteel livery. “ Here, Abraham,” cried he, ] 

“ go and got gold for this ; you'll do it at neighbour J ackson's, or any- A 
whore." While the fellow was gone, he entertained me with a !j) 
p:ithetie h.arangue on the great .scarcity of silver, which I undertook to | 




j'j«pr.»vr 1»y ihe great scarcity of gold ; so that, by the 

Abiahatu reltiraed. \vc IkuI both agreed that money was neveeso 
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money was nevee so 

h.ir.l {it Ix' rti;«c at a-,- now. Abraham returned to inform us, that he 
i‘. td iicrn nvrr the whole fair ami could not gel change, though he had 
h.dfi.oiTown for doing it. This was a very great disappoint- 
tn-rat { > «•; ;d< ; but the oh! geitileinan having paused a little, asked me 
if I httiTW tiju: .Sidmnon I*lambort«ugh in my part of the country; upon 
r''.!«yi«g (hat he w.is my next tloor neighbour, “ If that be the case, 
li'tt'n/* rciurnetl he, " 1 believe we shall deal. You shall have a draft 
Mpon him. payable at sight ; am! let me tell you, he is as warm a'man 
ar.y within nvo miles round him. Moncst Solomon and I have 
b;*en aCi]uai(Ur;>I Utr many years together. I remember I always beat 
in'm at 'hree jumps; but he could hop upon one leg farther than I.” 
A draft tipo.n my neighbour was to me the same as money, for I was 
;.;:»jcie;uly convinced t*f his ability : the draft was signed and put into 

J tny hands; and Mr. Jenkinson, the old gentleman, his man Abraham, and 
tny horse. i»Kl IJl.'tckbcrry, trolled off very well jdeased with each other. 

' After a slu»rt interval, being left to reflection, I began to recollect 
tliM J had <lone wronf^in taking; a draft from a stranger, and so prudently 
tVAnWvd upon following the purchaser, and' liaving back my horse. 
Hut this was now loo late. I therefore made directly homewards, 
resolving to get the draft changed into money at my friend’s as fast as 
possible. I found my honest neighbour smoking his pipe at his own 
d«Jor, atul informing him that I had a small bill upon him, he read it 
twice over. “*You can read the name, I suppose,” cried I, “ Ephraim 
jenkinson." “ Ye.s,” returned he, “the name is written plain enough, 
and I know the gciulcmnn too, the greatest rascal under the canopy of 
heaven. This is the very same rogue who sold us the spectacles. 
Was he not a venerable-looking man, with grey hair, and no flaps to 
his pocket-holes ? and did he not talk a long string of learning about 
•j Greek, cosinogon}', and the world ?” To this I replied with a groan. 

X “ Ay,” continued he, “he has but that one piece of learning in the 
■world, and he always talks it away whenever he finds a scholar in 
company : but I know the rogue, and will catch him yet.” 

i > Though I was already sufficiently mortified, my greatest stru^fle 

I was to conic, in facing my wife and daughters. No truant was^ ever 
more afraid of returning to school, there to behold the masters visage, 

I Avas determined, however, to. anticipate 




than I was of going home, 
their fury, by first falling into a passion myself. 


I 
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But, alas ! upon entering, I found the family no way disposed for 
battle. • My wife and girls were all in tears, Mr. Thornhill having been 
there that day to inform them that their journey to town was entirely 
over. ■ The two ladies, having heard reports of us from some 
malicious person about us, were that day set out for. London. He 
could neither discover tlie tendency nor the author of these ; but, 
whatever they might be, or whoever might have broached them, he 
continued to assure our family of his friendship and protection. I 
found, therefore, that they bore my disappointment with great 
resignation, as it was eclipsed in the greatness -of their own. But what 
perplexed us most, was to think who could be so base as to asperse 
the character of a family so harmless as ours— 7-too humble to excite 
^ envy, and too inoffensive to create dis^st. ' 


-••IM 


CHAP.TEll XV. 



ALL MR, BURCHELL’S VILLANV AT ONCE DETECTED— THE POLLY OK BEING OVERWJSE. 

evening, and part of the following day, was em- 
ployed in fruidess attempts to discover our enemies : 
scarcely a family in the neighbourhood but incurred ' 
our suspicions, and each of us had reasons for our 
opinion best known to ourselves. As we were in this 
perplexity, one of our Hide boys, who had been playing 
abroad, brought in a letter-case, which he found on the 
green. It was quickly known to belong to Mr. Burchell, with 
whom it had been seen; and, upon examination, contained some 
hints upon different subjects; but w'hat particularly engaged our 
attention was a sealed note, superscribed, “ The copy of a letter to be n 
sent to the two ladies at Thornhill Castle.” It instantly occurred that ll 
he was the base informer ; and we deliberated whether the note should 
not be broken open. I was against it ; but Sophia, who said she was 
sure that of all men he would be the last to be guilty of so much base- ^ 
ness, insisted upon its being read. In this she was seconded by the V 
reit of the family ; and, at their joint solicitation, I read as follows * W 
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LADIES, 

The bcitrcr will siifhcicntly SADsfy you sis to the person from whom this comes : one 
at least the fricncl of innocence, and ready to prevent its being seduced. I am informed for a 
tnith, that yon have some intention of bringing two young hidics to town, whom I have some 
knowledge of, under the character of companions. As I would neither have simplicity 
imposed upon, nor virtue contaminated, 1 must offer it as my opinion, that the impropriety of 
.•such a step will be attended with dangerous consequences. It has never been my way to treat 
the infamous or the lewd with sc\-crity ; nor should I now have taken this method of explaining 
myself, or reproving folly, did it not aim at guilt Take, therefore^ the admonition of a friend, 
and seriously reflect on the consequences of introducing infamy and vice into retreats where 
pc.*icc and innocence have hitherto resided. 

Our doubts were now at an end. ’ There seemed, indeed, something 
applicable to both sides in this letter, and its censures might as well 
be referred to those to whom it was written as to us ; but the malicious 
meaning w.as obvious,^ and we went no farther. My wife had scarcely 
patience to hear me to the end, but railed at the writer with unre- 
strained resentment. Olivia was equally severe, and Sophia seemed 
perfectly amazed at his baseness. As for my part, it appeared to me 
one of the vilest instances of unprovoked ingratitude I had ever met 
with. Nor could I account for it in any other manner than by im- 
puting it to his desire of detaining my youngest daughter in the 
country, to have the more frequent opportunities of an interview. In 
this manner we all sat ruminating upon schemes of vengeanccj when 
our other little boy came running in to tell us that Mr. Burchell was 
approaching at the other end of the held. It is easier to conceive than 
describe the complicated sensations which are felt from the pain of a 
recent injury, and the pleasure of approaching vengeance. Though 
our intentions were only to upbraid him with his ingratitude, yet it was 
resolved to do it in a manner that would be perfectly cutting. For 
this purpose we agreed to meet him with our usual smiles, to chat in 
the beginning with more than ordinary kindness, to amusd'him a little; 
and then, in the midst of the flattering calm, to burst upon him like an 
Earthquake, and overwhelm him with the sense of his own baseness. 
This being resolved upon, my wife undertook to manage the business 
herself, as she really had some talents for such an undertaking. We 
saw him approach ; he entered, drew a chair, and sat down. “ A fine 
day, Mr. Burchell.” “A very fine day. Doctor; though I fancy we 
shall have gome rain, by the shooting of my corns.” “ The shooring « 
of your horns',” cried my wife, in a loud fit of laughter, and then -j-J 

pardon for -being fond of a joke. “ Dear madam,' replied he, 
pardon you with all my heart ; for I protest I should not have thought 
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it a joke, had you not told me. "Perhaps not, sir, cned my wife, 
winking at us ; " and yet I dare say you can. tdl us how many jokes 
go to an ounce/' " I fancj*, madam,” returned Bundiell, “ you have 
been reading a jest-book this morning, that ounce of jokes is so very 
good a conceit : and yet, madam, I had rather see half an ounce of 
understanding," “ I believe you might," cried my wife, still smiling 
at us. though the laugh was against her ; " and yet I have seen some 
men pretend to understanding, rfiat have very little." — “And no 
doubt." replied her antagonist, “ you have known ladies set up for wit 
that had none." I quickly began to find that my wife was likely to 
gain hut little at this business ; so I resolved to treat him in a stj’Ie of 
more severity myself. ** Both wit and understanding,” cried I, “ are 
trifies without integrity*; it is that ■which gives x'alue to everj’ character ; 
the ignorant pea.sant. without fault, is greater than the philosopher 
with many : for what is genius or courage without a heart ? 

• '• ‘ .tr. h‘>r.'r*. rr.sr.''? Ir.o r.-if.vt •woA ftf Gcd. 


Jv* '■ r ai-.vays held that hacknej'cd maxim of Pope’s," returned Mr. 
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Biirchell, - as very unworthy of a man of genius, and a base desertion 
of his own superioritj'. As the reputation of books is raised, not by 
their freedom from defect, but the greatness of their beauties; so 

prized, not from their exemption from fault, but 
tlie size of iJiose \'irtucs they, arc possessed of. ' The scholar may want 
^ prudence ; the statesman may have pride; and the champion ferocity : 
hut sljall we prefer to these the low mechanic, who laboriously plods 
on through life without censure or applause ? We might as well 
^ prefer the tame correct paintings of the/ Flemish school to the 
erroneous, but sublime animations of the Roman pencil.” 

" Sir," replied I, " 5X)ur present observation is just, when there are 
shining virtues and minute defects ; but when it appears- that great 
vices arc opposed in the samp mind to as extraordinary virtues, such a 
character deserves contempt.” 

” Perhaps," cried he, “ there may be some such monsters as you 
describe, of great vices j’oined to great virtues ; yet, in my progress 
through life, I never yet found one instence of their existence ; on tlie 
contrary, I have ever perceived, that where the mind was capacious, 
the aifcctions were good. And, indeed. Providence seems kindly our 
friend in this particular, thus to debilitate the understanding where the 
heart is corrupt, and diminish tlie power where there is the will to do 
mischief. This rule seems to extend even to other animals ; the little 
vermin race are ever treacherous, cruel, and cowardly ; whilst tliose 
endowed with strength and power are generous, brave, and gentle." 

“ These observations sound well,” returned I, “ and yet it would be 
easy this moment to point out a man,” and I fixed my eye steadfastly 
upon him, “whose head and heart form a most detestable contrast. 
Ay; sir,” continued I, raising my voice, “ and I am glad^ to have this 
opporturiity of detecting him in the midst of his fancied security. Do 
you know this, sir — this pocket-book ? ” “ Yes, sir,” returned he, wth 

a face of impenetrable assurance ; that pocket-book is mine, and I am 
glad you have found it.” “ And do you know,” cried I, "this letter? 
Nay, never falter, man ; but look me full in the face. I say, do you 
know- this letter ? ” “ That letter," replied he ; " yes, it was I that 

wrote tiiat letter.” “ And how could you," said I, " so basely, so 
ungratefully, presume to write this letter .? ” " And how came you, 

replied he, with looks of unparalleled effronter}^ “ so basely to presume 
to break open this letter ? Don't you know, now, I could hang j-ou 
all for this ? All that I have to do, is to swear at tlie next j'ustice s 
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that you have been guilty of breaking open the lock of my pocket-book, 
and so hang you' all up at his door.” This piece of unexpected 
insolence raised me to such a pitch, that I could scarcely govern my 
passion. .“Ungrateful wretch! b^one, and no longer pollute my 
dwelling with thy baseness. Begone 1 and never . let me see thee 
again : go from my door, and the only punishment I . wish thee is an 
alarmed conscience, 'whidi will be a sufficient tormentor I So saying, 
I threw him his pocket-book, which he took up unth a sihile, and shut- 
ting. the! clasps with the utmost composure, left us quite astonished at 
the serenity of his assurance. My wife' was' particularly enraged that 
nothing could make him angry, or make him seem ashamed of his 
villanies. . “ My dear,” cried I, willing to calm those passions that had 
-been raised too high among, us, “ we are not to be surprised that -bad 
men want shame ; they only blush at being detected in doing good, 
but glory in their vices. 

" Guilt and Shame (says the allegory') were at first companions, and 
in the beginning of their journey inseparably kept together. But their 
I union was soon found to be disagreeable and inconvenient to both : 
A Guilt gave Shame frequent uneasiness, and Shame often betrayed the 
* Secret conspiracies of Guilt, After long disagreement, therefore, they 
at length consented to part for ever, ' Guilt boldly walked forward 
alone to overtake Fate, that went before in the shape of an executioner; 
3 but Shame, being naturally timorous, returned back to keep company 
with Virtue, which in the beginning of their journey they had left 
behind. Thus, my children, after men have travelled through a few 
stages in vice. Shame forsakes them, and returns back to wait upon 
the few virtues they have still remaining.” 




The Vicar of VVakcfald. 



CHAPTER XVI. 

THE KAMIEY VSE ART, WHICH IS OPPOSED WITH STItL GREATER. 

iC-HATEVER might have been Sophia’s sensations, 
the rest of the family were easily consoled for Mr. 
Burcheil’s absence by the company of our landlord, 
I© whose visits now became more frequent and longer. 
^ Though he had been disappointed in procuring my 
tS' daughters the amusements of the town, as he designed, 
he took every opportunity of supplying them with, those 
little recreations which our retirement would admit of. He usually 
came in the morning, and while my son and I followed our occupations 
abroad, he sat with the family at home, and amused them by de- 
scribing the town, with every part of which he was particularly 
acquainted. He could repeat all the observations that were retailed 
in the atmosphere of die playhouses, and had all the good things 
of the high wits by rote, long before they made their way into the jest- 
books. The intervals between conversation were employed in teaching 
my daughters piquet ; or, sometimes, in setting my two litde ones to 
box, to make them sharps as he called it : but the hopes of having him 
for a son-in-law in some measure blinded us to all his imperfections. 

It must be owned that my wife laid a thousand schemes to entrap 
him ; or, to speak it more tenderly, used every art to magnify the merit 
of her daughter. If the cakes at tea ate short and crisp, they were 
made by Olivia ; if die gooseberry-wine was well knit, the gooseberries 
were of her gadiering; it was her fingers which g^ve 'the pickles their 
peculiar green ; and in the composition of a pudding it was her judg- 
ment that mixed the ingredients. Then the poor wbman would some- 
times tell the Squire that she thought him and Olivia extremely of a 
size, and would bid both stand up to see which was the tallest These 
instances of cunning, which she thought impenetrable, yet which every- 
body saw through, were very pleasing to our benefactor, who gave 
every day some new proofs of his passion, which, though they had not 
arisen to proposals of marriage, yet we thought fell but litde short 
of it : and his slowness was attributed sometimes to native bash- 
fulness, and sometinies to. his fear of offending his uncle. An occur- 
rence, however, which happened soon after, put it beyond a doubt tliat^ 
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h*- ••-.••.‘.-'‘I t“ •.r.'f -ur f.ijstih*: my wife even rcjynrdcd it as 
yr.vv/f.'T- 

Nty v.Jf> a-.-.d r to rrinrn a visit to ncMi^hbour 

» {.titniy h-t*! lately _t;oi their j)iclurcs drawn 
ly V.;;.. Sf.v.v'llf i th'* omntiy. am! timl; likenesses for fifteen 

r.'ir".-..;. ■. a A ■- th.?-: f.’-nsily and oiir.i had a sort of rivali^' in 

't ofr.i t-'-, ■^ur : ‘'*k the alarm at this stolen march upon us, 
;d> I c.mJd say (and I said nnich), it was resolved 
v,c . -ttd psvin.f**.'; dime loo. Having, ihereforc, 

t -.M . I i?;r ihf.ncr #}'>f vdiat could I <)»>?). mir ne.vt deliberation was 
? * rh .v.' !*:>r *.'.£p‘ r;-.i;\ly of our ta'-te in the attitudes. As for our 
f.-.uiity, tsnrrc v.erc seven of them, and they were drawn 
»ju:te on* t»f taste, no variety in life, no 
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u m i'i\r vo;rJ«i. We tlc.drcd to have something in a brighter 
stjb.*, a:*. ?, after many deivst/- ;. .at length came to a tinniiimous rcsolu- 
i tbav,;* t<^gclhrr, in one large historical family-piece. 

*i Vov.ild ! ••• <lt*-a|V’r. stner o»je Imme would .serve for nil, and it 
w.*:?id !:n ir.rinito’y more genteel; fi»r all fimilie.': ofany t.a.slc were now 
dr.iv. n in :!n: j .'tttu: nunujer. As we did not immcdinlclj' recollect an 
Id.!- /tied .'utbj'u't fo hit u*., we were contented each with being drawn 
;-.v jnd'rpcndeui hir toric.d lij;ure.'i. My wife desired to be represented 
Wnus, and tin: p.'u'nter was retpicslcd not to be loo frugal of bis 
di;s«v>nd:. in b.<-r utomneher ami hair. Her two little ones were to be 
as Ct:j>id': by hi-rside; while J, in my gown and band, was to present 
her with my book;; on the Whislonian controvensy. Olivia would be 
dr.-twji as an Atnazon, .sitting upon a bank of flow’crs, dressed in |j 
a grcrji jo;;c:|.h, richly laced with gold, and a whip in her hand. Sophia ^ 
was to be a shepherdess, with as many sheep ns the painter could put 
in for nothing ; and Mosc.s was to be dressed out w'ith a hat and white 
fe.ulhcr. 

Our taste r.o much pleased the Squire, that he insisted on being put 
in as <me of the family, in the character of Alexander the Great, at 
Olivia's feel. 'I'his was considered by us all as an indication of his 
desire to be introduced into the family, nor could w'e refuse his request. 
The painter was therefore set to w'ork; and, as he wrought ivith 
assiduity and expedition, in less than four days the Avhole was com- 
pleted. 'rhe piece was large, and it must be owned he did not spare 
his colours ; for W'hich my wife gave him great encomiums. We- were 
all perfectly satisfied w’ith his performance ; but a-n unfortunate cir- 
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curastance had not occurred till tlie picture was finished, which now 
struck us with dismay. It was so very large, that we had no place in 
' the house to fix it. How we all came to. disregard so material a point 
is inconceivable ; but certain it is, we had been all greatly remiss. This 
picture, therefore, instead of gratifying our vanity, as we hoped, leaned 
in a most mortifying manner against .the kitchen wall, where the canvas 
was stretched and painted, much too large .to be got through any of 
the doors, and the jest of all bur neighbours. One compared it to 
Robinson Crusoe’s long-boat, too large to be removed ; another thought 
it more resembled a reel in a bottie ; some wondered how it could be 
got out, but still more were amazed how it ever got in. 

But though it excited the ridicule of some, it effectually raised more, 
malicious suggestions in many. The Squire’s portrait being found 
united with ours, was an honour too great to escape envy. Scandalous 
whispers began to circulate at our expense, and our tranquillity was 
continually disturbed by persons who came as friends to tell us what 
was said of us by enemies. These reports were always resented with 
becoming spirit ; but scandal ever improves by opposition. 

We once again, therefore, entered into a consultation upon obviating 
' 'the malice of our enemies, and at last came to a resolution which had 
too much cunning to give me entire satisfaction. It was this : as 
our principal object was to discover the honour of Mr. Thornhill’s 
addresses, my wife undertook to sound him, by pretending to ask his 
advice in tlie choice of a husband for her eldest daughter. If this 
was not found sufficient to induce him to a declaration, it was then re- 
solved to terrify him with a rival. To this last step, however, I would 
by no means give my consent, till Olivia gave me tlie most solemn 
assurances that she would marry the person provided to rival him upon 
this occasion, if he did not prevent it by taking her himself. Such 
was the scheme laid, which, though I did not strenuously oppo.se, I did 
not entirely approve. 

The next time, therefore, that Mr. Thornhill came to sec us, my girls 
took care to be out of the way, in order to give their mamma an oppor- 
tunity of putting her scheme in execution ; but they only retired to the 
next room, from whence they could overhear the whole conversation. 
My wife artfully introduced it by observing, that one of the Miss Flam- 
boroughs was like to have a very good match of it in Mr. Spanker. 
'Po this the Squire assenting, she proceeded to remark that they who 
^ had warm fortunes were always sure of getting good husbands : “ But- 
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luMven hdi>. conunucd she, “the girls that have none! What 
sigr.ines hcauly, Mr. Thorniiiil .> or what signifies all the virtue and all 
the qualifications in the world, in this age of self-interest } It is not, 
Wh.it is she } but, W*hat h.is .she ? is all the cr 3 \” 

•' Madam.’' returned he. I highly api>rove the justice, as well as the 
novelty, of your remarks ; and ifl were a king, it should be otherwise. 
It should then, indeed, be fine times for the girls without fortunes ; our 
two young kidics sliould be the finst for whom I would provide." 

"Ah! sir,” returned my wife, "you arc pleased to be facetious: 
but 1 wish 1 were a queen, and then I know where my eldest daughter 
should look for a husband. But now that you have put it into my 
head, .serious!)', Mr. Tliornhill, can’t you recommend me a proper 
husband for her ? .she is now nineteen years old, well grown, and well 
educated ; anti, in my humble opinion, does not want for parts.” 

•* Mailam,” replied he, " if I were to choose, I would find out a 
person po5se.S5ed of ever)* .iccomplishmcnt that can make an angel 
happy ; one with pnidcnce, fortune, taste, and sincerity : such, madam, 
would he, in my opinion, the proper husband.” " Ay, sir," said she, 

" but do \'OU know of any such person ?” " No, madam,” returned he ; « 
*• it is im{}os.siblc to know any person tliat deserves to be her husband ; 
she’s too great a treasure for one man’s possession ; she’s a goddess. 
Upon my soul, I speak what I tliink, she’s an angel.” "Ah! Mr. , 
Thornhill, you only flatter my poor girl : but we have been thinking ] 
of marjydng her to one of your tenants, wliose mother is lately dead, ; 
and who wants a manager ; you know whom I meanj Farmer Williams ; ^ 
a warm man, Mr. Thornhill, able to give her good bread ; and who ■ 
has several times made her proposals " (which was actusilly the case), j 
" But, sir,” concluded she, " I should be glad to have your approbation | 
of our choice." " How, madam !” replied he, " my approbation ! My J 
approbation of such a choice! Never. What! sacrifice so much ^ 
beauty, and sense, and goodness, to a creature insensible of the bless- 1 
ing ! Excuse me, I. can never approve of such a piece of injustice ! i 

And I have my reasons ” " Indeed, sir,” cried Deborah ; " if you | 

have your reason.s, that’s another aflair ; but I should be glad to know S 
those reasons.” “ Excuse me, madam,” returned he ; “ they lie too || 
deep for discovery ” (laying his hand upon his bosom) ; " they remain ^ 

buried, riveted here.” | r 

After he was gone, upon a general consultation, we could not tell j , 
what to make of these fine sentiments. Olivia considered them as in- 1 1 
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stances of the most exalted passion ; but I was not quite so sanguine: 
it seemed to me pretty plain that they had more of love than matri- 
mony in them ; yet, whatever they might portend, it was resolved to 
prosecute the scheme of Farmer Williams, who, from my daughter’s 
first appearance in the country, had paid her his addresses. 


CHAPTER XVII. 

SCARCELY ANY VIRTUE FOUND TO RESIST THE POWER OF LONG AND PLEASING 

TEMPTATION. 


I only studied my diild’s real happiness, tire assiduity of 
Mr. Williams pleased me, as he was in easy circumstances, 
sincere. It required but very little encourage- 
ment to revive his former passion ; so that in an evening or 
two he and Mr. Thornhill met at our house, and surveyed each other for 
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The sincerity of his looks and words convinces me of his real esteem. 
A short time, I hope^, will -discover the generosity of his sentiments, 
and convince you that my opinion of him has' been more just than 
yours.” “ Olivia, my darling,” returned I, “ every scheme that has Been 
hitherto pursued to compel him to a declaration ■ has been proposed 
and planned by yourself, itor can you in the least say that I have con- 
strained you. But you must not suppose, my dear, that I will ever be 
instrumental in suffering his honest rival to be the dupe of your ill-placed 
passion. Whatever time you require to bring your fancied admirer to 
an explanation, shall be granted ; but at the expiration of that term,’ if 
he is still' regardless, I must absolutely insist that honest Mr. Williams 
shall be rewarded for, his fidelity.- The character which I have hitherto 
supported in life demands this from me; and my tenderness as a 
parent shall never influence my integfrity as a man. Name, then, your 
day; let it be as distant as you think proper, and in the meantime 
take care to let Mr. Thornhill know die exact time on which I design 
delivering you up to another.* If he really loves you, his own good 
sense will readily suggest that there is but one method alone to prevent 
his losing you for ever.” This proposal, which she could not avoid 
considering as perfectly just, was readily agreed to. She again renewed 
her most positive promise of marrying Mr. Williams, in case of the 
other’s insensibility ; and at the next opportunity, in Mr. Thornhill’s 
presence, that day month was fixed upon for her nuptials with his rival. 

Such vigorous proceedings seemed to redouble Mr. Thornhill’s 
anxiety; but what Olivia really felt gave me some uneasiness. In 
this struggle between prudence and passion, her vivacity quite forsook 
her, and every opportunity of solitude was sought, and spent in tears. 
One week passed away ; but Mr. Thornhill made no efforts to restrain 
her nuptials. The succeeding week he was still assiduous, but not 
more open. On the third he discontinued his visits entirely ; and in- 
stead of my daughter testifying any impatience, as I expected, she 
seemed to retain a pensive tranquillity, which I looked upon as resig- 
nation. For my own part, I was now sincerely pleased with thinking 
that my‘ child was going to be secured in a continuance of com- 
petence and peace, and frequently applauded her resolution, in pre- 
ferring happiness to ostentation. 

» It was within about four days of her intended nuptials, that my little 
jf family at night were gathered round a charming fire, telling stones of 
the past, and laying schemes for the future ; busied in forming 
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thousniitl projects, and laughing at whatever folly came uppermost. 
•* Well, Moses/’ cried I, *' we shall soon, niy boy, have a wedding in the 

family ; what is your opinion of matters and things in general .? ” 

'* My oiiinion, father, is, that all things go on very well ; and I was just 
now thinking, that wlien sister Livy is inarried to Farmer Williams, we 
shall then have the loan of his eider-press and brewing-tubs for notliing." 
** That we .shall, i\Ioscs,” cried I ; "and he will sing us Death and the 
Lady, to raise dur spirits, into the bargain.” “ He has taught that song 
to our Dick," cried Closes ; *' and I think he goes through it veiy 
prettily." “ Does he so ? ” cried I ; " then let us have it Where is 
little Dick ? let him up with it boldly.” '* My brother Dick,” cried 
IJill, iny youngest, " is just gone out witli sister Livy; but Mr. Williams 
lias taught me two songs, and I’ll sing them for you, papa. Which 
song do you choose — The Dyin^ Swan, or the Dle^ on the Death of 
a Mad Dog?" "The eleg)', child, by all means,” said I “I never 
heard that yet ; and Deborah, my life, grief,- you know, is dry ; let 
us have a bottle of the best goosebcrry-^yine, to keep up our spirits. 

I have wept so much at all sorts of elegies of late, that, witliout an 
enlivening glass, I am sure this will overcome me. And Sophy, love, ^ 
take your guitar, and thrum in with the boy a little.” 

AN ELEGY 

, % 
ON THK DEATH OF A MAD DOO. 


' Aoon people all, of every sorti 
Give car unto my song ; 

And if you find it wondrous short, 

It cannot hold you long. 

In Islington tlicrc was a m.m, 

Of whom the world might say. 

That still a godly race he ran, 
Whene’er he went to pray. 

A kind and gentle heart he had. 

To comfort friends and foes ; 

The naked every day he clad, 

Wlicn he ptit on his clothes. 

And in that torvn a dog was found ; 

As many dogs there be, 

Botli mongrel, puppy, whdp, wd hound, 
And curs of low degree. ' 


This dog and man at first were friends; 
But when a pique began, 

The dog, to gain some private ends, 
-Went mad, and bit the man I 

Around from all the neighbouring streets 
The ^vondcring neighbours ran ; 

And swore the dog had lost his wits, 

To bite so good a man. 

The wound it seemed both sore and sad 
To every Qiristian eye ; 

And while they swore Uic dog rvas mad, i 

' They swore the man would die. 

« 

But soon a ^vonder came to ligh^ 

That showed the rogues they lied : 

The man recovered of tlic biti^ 

The dog it was tliat died.* 


• Mr. CunninEham stata that theie ven« had previously appeared in " The Bee.” Thie is m inadv^enre, as ^ 
iodeed it evident frent his own note (vol L, p. 105} of Goldsmith’s Woilcs. "The Skgf on Mi» Siaiy Blaise was « 
published in “The Bee.” 
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ft “ A verj'' good boy, Bill, upon my word ; and an eleg)'^^ that may 
V truly be called tragical. Come, my children, here’s Bill's health, and 
)t may he one day be a bishop !” 

jk “Witliall my heart,” cried my wife; “and if he but preaches as 


H w'ell as he sings, I make no doubt of him. The most of his family, 
^ by die mother’s side, could sing a good song. - It was a common saying 
A in our countr3’’, that the familj' of the Blehkinsops could never look 
S straight before them; nor die Hu^insons blow out a candle; that 
diere W’^ere none "of the Grograms but could sing a song, or of the 
u hlarjorams but could tell a story.” ‘ “ Hoivever tiiat be,” cried I, “ die 
most vulgar ballad of diem all generally pleases me better than the fine 
\ modern odes, and diings diat petrify us in' a single stanza — ^productions 
^ diat wre at once detest and praise. Put the glass to ^^our brother, 
Moses. The great fault of diese elegiasts is, that they are in despair 
for griefs diat give die sensible part of mankind verj' little pain. A 
^ lad}’ loses her muff, her* fain, or’ her lap-dog, and so the silfy poet runs 
( home to versify the disaster.” 

i jn ** That may be the mode,” cried Moses, “ in sublimer compositions ; 

but the Ranelagli songs diat come down to us are perfeedy familiar, 
and all cast in the same mould. Colin meets Dolly, and they hold 
Xi a dialogue togedier ; he gives her a fairing to put in her hair, and she 
^ presents him vrith a nosegay ; and then they go together to cliurch, 
u where thc)^ give good advice to young nymphs and swains to get 
married as fast as the}’ can.” 

w “ And ver}’ good advice too,” cried I ; “ and I am told diere is not 
|{ a place in the world where advice can be ^venividi so mucli propriety 
4.‘ as there ; for, as it persuades us to marr}’, it also furnishes us vridi a 
« wife; and surely that must be an excellent market, mj’ boj’, wrhere ive 
arc told what we want, and supplied W’ith it when ivanting." 

“ Yes, sir,” returned Closes, “and I knoiv but of tivo such markets 
for wives in Europe, Ranelagli in England, and Fontarabia in Spain. 
The Spanish market is open once a j'ear, but our English -wives arc 
saleable every night.” 

1 '‘You arc right, my bo}’,” cried his mother. “Old England is 
die only place in the world for husbands to get ivivcs.” “ And for 
wives to manage their husbands,” interrupted I. “ It is a proverb 
abroad, that if a bridge were built across the sea, all the ladies of the 
continent would come over to take pattern from ours ; for there arc 
^ no such wives in Europe as our own. But let us have one bottle 

So 
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more, Deborah, my life ; and, Moses, give us a good song. What 
thanks do we not owe to Heaven for thus bestowing tranquillity, 
health, and competence ! I think mysdf happier now than the greatest 
monarch upon earth. He has no such fireside, nor such pleasant faces 
about it. Yes, Deborah, we are now growing old ; but the evening of 
our life is likely to be happy. We are descended from ancestors that 
knew no stain, and we shall leave a good and virtuous race of childrfen 
behind us. While we live they will be our support and our pleasure 
here, and. when we die they will tiansmit our honour untainted to 
posterity. Come, my son, we wait for a song ; let us have a chorus. 
But where is my darling Olivia ? That little cherub’s voice is always 
sweetest iri the concert.” Just as I spoke, Dick came running in. 
“ Oh, papa, papa, she is gone from us — ^she is gone from us ; my 
^ sister Livy is gone from us for ever !” “ Gone, child ! ” “Yes ; she 

f is gone off with two gentlemen in a post-chaise, and one of them 

[ kissed her, and said he would die for her ; and she cried very much, 
and was for coming back ; but he persuaded her again, and she went 
into the chaise,, and said, ‘ Oh ! what will my poor papa do when he 
knows I am undone.’ ” “ Now, then,” cried I, “ my children, go and 

n be miserable ; for we shall never enjoy one hour more. And oh, may 
r Heaven’s everlasting fury light upon him and his ! Thus to rob me 
I of my child ! And sure it will — ^for taking back my sweet innocent 
I ■ that I was leading up to heaven I Such sincerity as my child was 
I possessed of ! But all our earthly happiness is now over. Go, my 
^ children, go and be miserable and infamous — for my heart is broken 
within me!” "Father,” cried my son, "is this your fortitude?” 
a “ Fortitude, child! Yes, he shall see I have fortitude-^bring me my 
U pistols — I’ll pursue the traitor — ^while he is on earth I’ll pursue him ! 
U Old as I am, he shall find I can sting him yet — ^the villain — the per- 
^ fidious villain ! " I had by this time reached down my pistols, when 
1? my poor wife, whose passions were not so strong as mine, caught me 
in her arms. “ My dearest, dearest husband,” cried she, “ the Bible' 
is the only weapon that is fit for your old hands now. Open that, my 
}} love, and read our anguish into patience, for she has vilely deceived 

I T us.” “ Indeed, sir, ’ resumed my son, after a pause, “ your rage is too 
f violent and unbecoming. You should be my mother’s comforter, and 
I you increase her pain. It ill suited you and your reverend character, 
*j[ tlnis to curse your greatest enemy you should not have curst him! 
X* villain as he is.” I did not curse him, child, did I ?” “ Indeed sir 
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yr>« dui ; you ctirsl him iwicc." *• Then may Heaven forgfive me 
aiul him it I lUd, Ami now, my son, I see it was more than human 
hencvolcnce that first taiijrht us to bless our enemies. Blest be his 
holy name for all the pfootl he hath given, and for all that he hath 
taken away. But It is not- — it is not a small distress that can wring 
tears fr<un these old eyes, that have not wept for so many years. My 
chlhl- 7 "to undo my darling I hlay confusion seize — Heaven forgive 
me! what am I about to say ? You may remember, my love, how 
good siie was, and how charming ; till this vile moment all her care 
was to make us happy. Mad she but died I but she is gone; the 
honour of our family contaminated, and I must look out for happi- 
ness in other worlds than here. But, my child, j'ou saw them go off; 
perhaps he forced her away ? If he forced her, she may yet be 
innocent." "Ah, no, sir," cried the child; "he only kissed her, and 
called her his angel, and she wept very much, and leaned upon his 
arm, and they drove off very fast.” " She's an ungrateful creature,” ■ 
cried my wife, who could scarcely speak for weeimig, " to use us thus ; 
she never had the least constraint put upon her affections. The vile 
.strumpet has basely descried her parents witlibut any provocation ; \ 
thus to bring your grey hairs to the grave, and I must shortly follow." ^ 
In this manner that night, the first of our real misfortunes, was spent 
in the bitterness of complaint, and ill-supported sallies of enthusiasm. « 
I determined, however, to find out our betrayer, wherever he was, and 
reproach his baseness. The next morning we missed our wretched J 
child at breakfast, where she used to give life and cheerfulness to us | 
all. My wife, as before, attempted to ease her heart by reproaches. | 
" Never,” cried she, "shall that vilest stain of our family again darken ^ 
these harmless doors. I will never call her daughter more. No, let || 
the strumpet live with her vile seducer : she may bring us to shame, J 
but she shall never more deceive us." ^ 

" Wife,” said I, " do not talk thus hardly : my detestation of her || 
guilt is as great as yours ; but ever shall tliis house and this heart be Jg 
open to a poor returning repentant sinner. The sooner she returns U 
from her transgression,^ the more welcome shall she be to me. For the ft 
first time the very best may err ; art may persuade, and novelty spread ^ 
out its charm. The first fault is the cliild of simplicity ; but every 
other the offspring of guilt. Yes, the wretched creature shall be « 
welcome to'tliis heart and this house, though stained with ten thousand 5 
dees. I will again ■ hearken to the music of her voice, again will I ^ 
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•hang fondly on lief bosom, if I find but repentance there. My son, 
bring hither my Bible and my staff ; I will pursue her, wherever she 
is ; and, though I cannot save her from shame, I may prevent the 
continuance of iniquity.” 



CHAPTER XVIIL . 

THE PURSUIT OF A FATHER TO RECLAIM A LOST CHILD TO VIRTUE. 

HOUGH the child could not describe the gentle- 
man’s person, who handed his sister into the post- 
chaise, yet my suspicions fell entirely upon our young 
landlord, whose character for such intrigues was but 
too well knoiyn. I therefore directed my steps towards 
Thornhill Castle, resolving to upbraid him, and, if possible, 
to bring back my daughter ; but before I had reached his 
seat I was met by one of my parishioners, who said he saw a young 
lady resembling my daughter in a post-chaise with a gentleman, whom, 
by the description, I could only guess to be Mr. Burchell, and that 
they drove very fast. This information, however, did by no means 
satisfy me ; I therefore went to the young Squire's, and though it was 
yet early, insisted upon seeing him immediately ; he soon appeared 
with the most open familiar air, and seemed perfectly amazed at my 
daughter’s elopement, protesting upon his honour that he was quite a 
stranger to it. I now therefore condemned my former suspicions, and 
could turn them only on Mr. Burchell, who I recollected had of late 
several private conferences with her ; but the appearance of another 
w'itness left me no room to doubt of his villany, who averred that he and 
my daughter w'erc actually gone towards the Wells, about thirty miles 
off, where there was a great deal of company. Being driven to that 
slate of mind in which W'e are more ready to act precipitately than to 
reason right, I never debated with myself, whether these accounts 
might not have been given by persons purposely placed in my v/ay to 
mislead me. but resolved to pursue my daughter and her fancied 
deluder thither. I walked along with earnestness, and inquired of 
several by the way ; but received no accounts, till entering the town I 
v. a-; met by a person on horseback, whom I remembered to have seen 







‘ ai the Squire s ; and he assured me, that if I followed them to the races, 
which were but thirty miles, farther, I might depend upon overtakiiig 
them ; for he had seen them dance there the night before, and the 
whole assembly seemed charmed with my daughter's performance. 
Early the next day I walked forward to the races, and about four in 
tlie afternoon I came upon the course. The company made a very 
brilliant appearance, all earnestly employed in one pursuit, that of 
pleasure ; how different from min^ that of reclaiming a lost child to 
virtue ! I thought I perceived Mr. Burchell at some distance from me ; 
but, as if he dreaded an interview, upon my approaching him he mixed 
among a crowd, and I saw him no more. 

I now reflected that it would be to no purpose to continue my 
pursuit farther, and resolved to return home to an innocent family, who 
wanted my assistance. But the agitations of my mind, and the fatigues 
■I had undergone, threw me into a fever, the symptoms of which I 
perceived before I came off the coume. This was another unexpected 
stroke, as I was more than seventy miles distant from home ; however, 

I retired to a little ale-house by the road-side ; and in this place, the 
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usual retreat of indigence and frugality, I laid me down patiently to 
wait the issue of my disorder. I languished here for nearly three 
weeks ; but at last my constitution prevailed, though I was unprovided 
with money to defray the expenses of my entertainment. It is possible 
the anxiety from this last circumstance alone might have brought on a 
relapse, had I not been supplied by a traveller who stopped to take, a 
cursory refreshment. This person was no other than the philanthropic 
bookseller in St. Paul’s Churchyard, who has written so many little 
books for children ;* he called himself their friend, but he. was the 
friend of all mankind. He was no sooner alighted, but he was in haste 
lo be gone for he was ever on business of the utmost importance, and 
was at that time actually compiling materials for the history of one 
Mr. Thomas Trip. I immediately recollected tliis good-natured man’s 
red pimpled face ; for he had published for me against the Deutero- 
gamists of the age ; and from him I borrowed a few pieces, to be paid 
at my return. , Leaving the inn, therefore, as I was yet but weak, I 
resolved to return home by easy journeys of ton miles a day. 

My health and usual tranquillity were almost restored, and I now 
' condemned that pride which had made me refractory to the hand of 
correction. Man little knows what calamities are beyond his patience 
to bear till he tries them : as in ascending the heights of ambition, 
which look bright from below, every step we rise shows us some new 
and gloomy prospect of hidden disappointment ; so in our descent from 
the summits of pleasure, though die vale of misery below may appear 
at first dark and gloomy, yet the busy mind, still attentive to its own 
amusement, finds, as we descend, something to flatter and to please. 
Still, as we approach, the darkest objects ajipear to brighten, and the 
mental eye becomes adapted to its gloomy situation. 

I now proceeded forward, and had walked about two hours, when I 
perceived what appeared at a distance like a wagon, which I was 
t resolved to overtake ; but when I came up with it found it to be a 
J/, strolling company’s cart, that was carrying their scenes and other 
theatrical furniture to the next village, where they were to exhibit. 

J he cart was attended only by the person who drove it, and one of 
the company, as the rest of the playens were to follow the ensuing day. 
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V * coiiijjany upon tlic road,” says the proverb, " is the shortest cut.” 
ft I therefore entered into conversation with the poor player ; and, as I 

once liad some theatrical powers myself, I disserted on such topics with 
my usual freedom ; but as I was pretty much unacquainted with the 
jireseni stale of the stage, I demanded who were the present theatrical 
fc* writers in vogue, who the Drydens and Otways of the day ? “ I fancy, 
.sir,” cried the player, " few of our modern dramatists would think 
^ tlicmseivcs much honoured by being compared to the writers you 
mention. Dr}'den and Rowe’s manner, sir, are quite out of fashion ; 
our taste has gone back a whole century ; Fletcher, Ben Jonson, and 
c j all the plays of Shakespeare -are the only things that go down.” , 
“ How!" cried I, “ 's it possible the present age can be pleased with 
• I that antiquated dialect, that obsolete humour, those over-chaiged 
^ characters, which abound in the works you mention ?" “ Sir,” returned 
jr my companion, “ the public think nothing about dialect, or humour, or 

V I character ; for that is none of their business : they only go to be < 

■( amused, and find thom.selvps liannv when they can enjoy a pantomime, ' 

care’s name.” “So then, I j 
matists are rather imitators c 
le truth,” returned my com- i 
inything at all ; nor indeed I 
not the composition of the J 
ies that may be introduced 
1 a piece, with not one jest ' 
and* another saved by the W 
sir, the works of Congreve n 
for the present taste; our 

ig company was arrived at A 
•ised of our approach, and w 
lion observed, that strollers 
5 than within. I did not ^ 
1 company, till I saw a mob tt 
’, as fast as possible, in the ft 
n into the common room, W 
an, who demanded whether » 
whether it was only to be « 
pon informing him of the A 
: to the company, he was^^ 
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't condescending enough to desire me and the player to partake in a 
§ bowl of punch, over v/hich he discussed modern politics v/ith great 
earnestness and interest. I set him down in my own mind for nothing 
less than a parliament-man at least; but v/fis almost confirmed in my 
conjectures, when, upon asking what there w?u» in the house for supper, 
he insisted that the player and I should sup with him at liis hou.se ; 
'v/ith v/hich request, after some entreaties, v/e v/crc prevailed on to 
comply. • 


CHAPTER XIX. 

TffE r/E."CEif'Tfo:r or a eerso:; jji!/zir.*rKj.TEii v/(tii the wir/.KJfT tym.vxi'AVAn^ hXiU 

AW'EKHKJffilVE OE T«K JA/SS OK OUfc UURMltT,, 





foot, and v/c .soon arrived at one of the most 
ificent mansions I had .seen in that part of the U 
country. The apartment into v/hich v/e v/crc shown v/as a 
* ' * perfectly elegant and modern ; he v.'ent to give orders <1 
for supper, v/hile the player, v/ith a v/ink, observed that v/c v/w> d 
^ perfectly in luck. Our enUirtainer so^/n returned, an e1e;eint supper 
'I brought in, two or three ladies in easy dishabille v/erc introduced, « 
and the conversiation began v/ith .some .sprightliness. Politics, hov/wer, 



The • iJaily/ the ‘ Public/ the ' I.e^lger/ the ' Chronicle/ the ‘ J-/mdon 
Evening, tiic * \t'hitehall Inverting/ the ^/^'/en^:en r.Jajeisines and the 
two P.eviews; and, thoi;gh they iixiUz raich other, I "love them f/ll. 
Liberty, sir, liberty is th.e Urhon's Wisi, and, my r/.al-mines in 
Corsv.Vill, I reverence its fntztrfJiHn:.." " 'J'hen it is 


t/j be hoped," erivl 
I , ■ yo i reverence the ki/ig ?” « Yes." rel.jrnryj my entert/dner, " v/hen 
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he does what we would have him; but.if he goes on as he has done of ■ 
late, ril never trouble myself more with his matters. I say nothing, . 
I think only. I could have directed some tilings better. I don’t tliink 
-there has been a sufficient number of adidsers ; he should advise with 
• ever^' person willing to give him advice, and then we should have things 
done in another guess manner.” . • 

*• I wish,” cried I, “ that such intruding advisers were fixed in the 
pillorj\ It should be die duty of honest men to assist the weaker side 
of our constitution — ^that sacred power tliat has for some 3 'ears been 
ever}* day declining, and losing its due share of influence in the state. 
But these ignorants still continue the cry of liberty, and if they have 
any w^ht, basely throw it into the subsiding scale.” 

" How 1” cried one of the -ladies,- “ do I live to see one so base, so 
sordid, as to be an enemy to liberty, and a. defender of tjTants r 
[ Liberty, that sacred gift of heaven, that glorious privilege of Britons !” . 
^ “ Can it be possible," cried our entertainer^ “ that there should be any 

■found, at present, advocates for slavery’’ ? Any who are for meanly 

I I giving up the privileges of Britons I Can any, sir, be so abject ?” - 
& “No, sir,” replied I. ‘il am for liberty, that attribute of gods! 

I Glorious libert}* 1 that theme of modern declamation. I would have 
I all men kings. I would be a king myself. We have all naturallj' an 
I equal right to the throne ; we are all originally equal. - This is my 
opinion, and was once the opinion of a set of honest men -who were 
called Levellers. _ They tried to erect themselves into a community, 

« where all should be equally free. But, alas I it would never answer ; 
« for there were some among them stronger, and some more cunning 
w than others, and these became masters of the rest ; for as sure as your 
( ; groom rides your horses, because he is a cunninger animal than tiiey, 
j ^ so surely will the animal that is cunninger or stronger than he sit upon 
^ his shoulders in turn. Since, then, it is entailed upon humanit}' to 
some are bom to command, and others to obej*, tlie question 
is, as there must be tyrants, whether it is better to have them in the 
tf same house with us, or in the same village, -or still farther off in the 
metropolis. Now, sir, for my own part, as 1 naturally hate the face of 


— -- — — — — 

ihe number of tyrants, and puts tyranny at the greatest distance from 
S' the greatest number of people. Now the great, who were tvrants 
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K themselves before the election of one' tyrant^ are naturally averse to a 

I f power raised over them, and whose weight must ever lean heaviest on 
i' the subordinate orders. It is the interest of’ the great, therefore, to i 
( 9 diminish kingly power as much as possible ; because whatever they f 
f take from that is naturally restored to themselves ; and all they have 1 
|i. to do ,in tlie state is to undermine the single tyrant, by which they J 
A resume their primjeval authority, - Now the state may be so circum- | 
stanced, or its laAvs may be so disposed, or its men of opulence so | 
minded, as all to conspire in carrying on this business of undermining 'd 
monarchy. ^ For, in the first place, if the circumstances of our state be 3 
such as to favour the accumulation of wealth, and make the opulent Jf 
still more rich, this will increase their ambition: Aii accumulation of 'n 
wealth, "however, must necessity be the ^consequence, when, as at a 
present, more riches flow in from external commerce than arise from » 
internal industry; for external commerce can only be managed to ad- 
vantage by the rich, and they have also at the same time all the emolu- ^ 
ments arising from internal industry; so that the rich, with us, have ^ 
two sources of wealth, whereas, the poor have but one. For this reason, <1 
wealth, in all commercial states is found to accumulate; and all such ^ 
2 ' have hitherto, in time, become aristocratical. Again, the very laws also ^ 
I of this country may contribute to the accumulation of wealth : as when, U 
I by their means, the natural ties that bind the rich and poor together ^ 

I are broken ; and it is ordained that the rich shall only marry with the f 
rich ; or when the learned are. held unqualified to serve their country ( 
aLs councillors, merely from a defect of opulence ; and wealth is thus ^ 
made the object of’ a wise inan’s ambition ; by these means, I say, and || 
such means as these, riches will accumulate. Now the possessor of ^ 
accumulated^-wealth, when furnished with the necessaries and pleasures if 
of life, has no other' method to employ the- superfluity of his fortune, ^ 
but in purchasing power; that is, differently speaking, in making ^ 

? dependants by purchasing the liberty of the needy, or the venal, of jl 
L 'men who are willing to bear the. mortification of contiguous tyranny for 'S 
r bread; Thus each very opulent than generally gathers round him a jy 
* circle of the poorest of the people, and the polity abounding in accumu- jl 

lated wealth.may be. compared' to a Cartesian system, each orb with a 

vortex of its 'Own. Those,' however, who are willing to move in a ^ 
great man’s vo.rtex, are only such as must be slaves, the rabble of J 
mankind, whose souls and whose education are^ adapted to sen'itude, 

* -.and who know nothing of liberty except the name. But there must v? 
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strove to interrupt it,’ could be restrained no longer. ■ “ What ! cried 
he, “ then I have been'all this while entertaining a Jesuit in pareon’s 
clothes ? but, by all the coal-mines of Cornwall, out he shall pack, if 
my name be Wilkinson.” I now found I had gone too far, and asked j 
pardon for the warmth with which I had spoken. “ Pardon J”- returned 
he, in a fury ; “ I think such, principles demand ten thousand pardons. 
What ! give up liberty, property, and, as the * Gazetteer'jsays, lie down 
to be saddled with wooden shoes ! Sir, I insist upon your marching 
out of this house immediately, to prevent worse consequences. Sir, I 
insist upon it." I was going to repeat my remonstrances ; but just 
then we heard a footman’s rap at the door, and the two ladies cried 
out, *' As sure as death, there is our master and mistress come home ! ' 

It seems my entertainer was all this while only the butler, who, in his. 
master’s absence, had a mind to cut a figure, and be for a while the gentle- ' 
man himself ; and; to say the truth, he talked politics as well as most 
, country gentlemen do. But nothing could now exceed my confusion 
upon seeing the gentleman and his lady enter ; nor was their surprise, 
at finding such company and good cheer, less than ours. “Gentlemen,’’ 

'> cried the real master of the house to me and my companion, “ my wife 
r and I are your most humble servants ; but I protest this is so 'unex- 
I pected- a favour, that we almost sink under the obligation.’* However 
unexpected our company might be to- them, theirs, I am sure, was still 
more so to us, and I was struck dumb with the apprehensions of my 
own absurdity, when, whom should I next see enter the room but my ' 
’ dear Miss Arabella Wilmot, who was formerly designed to be married , 
I to my son. George ; but whose match was broken off, as already ' 

I h ■ related ! As soon as she saw me, she flew to my arms with the utmost 
joy. “ My dear sir," cried she, “ to what happy accident is it that we . 
owe so unexpected a visit ? I am sure my uncle and aunt will be in 
raptures when they find they have got the good Doctor Primrose for 
their guest.” U pon hearing my name the old gentleman and lady verj' 
politely stepped up, and welcomed me with most cordial hospitality. 
Nor could they forbear smiling on being informed of the nature of my ' 
present visit ; but the unfortunate butler, ' whom thej' at first seemed 
disposed to turn away, was at my intercession forgiven. 1 

Mr. Arnold and his lady, to whom the house belonged, now insisted I 
upon having the pleasure of my slay for some days ; and as their ^ 
niece, my charming pupil, whose mind, in some measure, had been 
^ formed under my own instructions, joined in their entreaties, I complied. ^ 


1 liat night I was sliown lo a inagniHccnt chamber, and the next 
morning, early, Miss Wilmot desired to walk with me in the garden, 
which was decorated in the modem manner. After some time spent 
in pointing out the beauties of the place, she inquired^ with seeming 
unconcern, when last I had heard fi^om my son George. “ Alas ! 
ma«lam,” cricil I, “he has now been nearly three years absent, without 
ever writing lo his friends or me. Where he is, I know not ; perhaps 
I shall never see him or happiness more. No, my dear madam, 
we shall never more sec such pleasing hours as were once spent by 
oiir tiresidc at Wakefield. My little family are- now dispersing very 
fast, and poverty has brought not only want but infamy upon us.” The 
good-natured girl let fall a tear at this account; but as I saw her 
po.sscsscd of too much sensibility, 1 forbore a more minute detail of 
our sufferings. It was, however, some consolation to me to find that 
time had made no alteration in her afifections, and that she had rejected 
several ofiers that had been made her since our leaving her part of the < 
countr}'. She led me round all the extensive improvements of the 
place, pointing to the several walks and arbours, and at the same time j 
catching from every object a hint for some new question relative to my 5 
son. In this manner we spent the forenoon, till the bell summoned us i 
in to dinner, where we found the manager of the strolling company that J 
I mentioned before, who was come to dispose of tickets for the “ Fair J 
Penitent,” which was to be acted that evening ; the part of “ Horatio ” j 
by a young gentleman who had never appeared on any stage. He j 
seemed to be very warm in the praise of the new performer, and » 
averred that he never saw any one who bade so fair for excellence, m 
A cting, he observed, was not learned in a day ; “but this gentieman,” 
continued he, “ seems born to tread the stage. His voice, his figure, » 
and attitudes are all admirable. We caught him up accidentally, in ^ 
our journey down.” This account in some measure excited our w 
curiosity, and, at die entreaty of the ladies, I was prevailed upon to ff 
accompany them to the play-house, which was no other than a bam. ^ 
As the company with which I went was mcontestably the chief of the | 
place, we were received with ‘the greatest' respect, and placed in the ft 
front seat of the theatre ; where we sat for some time with no small V 
impatience to see “ Horatio” make his appearance. The new per- ^ 
former advanced .at last ; and let parents think of my sensations by ^ 
their own, when I found it was my unfortunate sonl He was J 
going to begin ; when, turning his eyes upon the audience, he P®**' 
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% odved ItLiss W3raot and me, znd stood at once speechless and im- 
W movable;. 

if The actors behind the scenes, v/ho ascribed this pause to his natural 
^ timidi£j% attempted to entourage him ; but instep of going on, he 
d burst into a fiood of teats and retired off the stage. ■ I donT Imow 
^ v/hat v/ere my fedings on this ooc^ion, for they succeeded v/ith too 
much rapidits.' for- description; bat I v/as soon atvaked from this 
S disagreeable reverie bv Miss Wilmoti v/ho, pale and v/ith a trembling 
f voice, desired me to conduct -her back to her unde's. When got hom«^ 
H ilr. Amoid, v/ho v/as as yet a stranga: to oar extraordinary' beha^'^our, 
^ being informed that the new performer v/as my son, sent his coadi, and 
M an mvitatron for him' ; and, as he persisted in his refusal to appear 
X sg&irx upon me stage, the players put anpdier in hLs placcv and we soon 
^ had hrm with us. 2»Ir. Arnold gave him the kindest reception, and I 
received him v/idt my usual transport; for I could never counterfeit 
^ fidse resentment. Zdiss W Smot's receptf on v/&s mixed v/ith seeming 
p n^e^ ana yet I ooula percdve she acted a studied part. The 
P mmuit in her mind seemed not yet abated; she sard tw'cnty giddy 


haoot' 


ould ask 


answers. 
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■ . CHAPTER- XX.* • ■ 

•THE HISTORY- OF A PHII^SOPHIC VAGABOND PURSUING NOVELTY, BUT LOSING CONTENT. j 

we had supped, Mrs. Arnold politely offered to. ’ ^ 
send a couple of her footmen for my son’s baggage, ^ 
which he at first seemed to decline ; but, upon her. . J 
pressing the request, he was obliged to inform her, that, 
a stick and a wallet were all the movable things upon 
this earth that he could boast of. • " Why, ay, my son,’’ j 
cried I, “you left me but poor; and poor, I find, you are ^ 
come back," and yCt, I make no doubt,' you have seen a great deal of ^ 
the world.” . "Yes, sir,” replied my son ;• “'but travelling after fortune' | 
^ is not the way to secure her ; and, indeed, of late, I have desisted from 1 
r the pursuit.” “ I fancy, sir,” cried Mrs. Arnold, “ that the account of ! 
[ your adventures would be amusing; the first part of them I have often A 
j heard from my niece ; but could "the cohipany prevail for the rest, it | 

1 \ would be an additional obligation.” * “ Madam,” replied my son, “ I I 
promise you the pleasure you have in hearing will not be half so great | 
r as my vanity in repeating them ; and yet in the whole narrative I ‘can ^ 
I scarce promise you one adventure, as my account is rather of what I I 
[) saw than what I did. The first misfortune of' my life, which you all J 
know, was great; but though it distressed it could not sink me.' No "1 
person ever had a better knack at hoping than I. The less kind I j 
found Fortune at one time, the more I expected from her another ; - and - ' 
being now at the bottom of her wheel, every new revolution might lift, - 
but could not depress me. I proceeded, therefore, towards London in c 
a fine morning, no way uneasy about to-morrow, but cheerful as the 9 
birds that carolled by the road ; and comforted myself with reflecting, J 
^ that London was the mart where abilities of every kind were sure- of % 
a meeting distinction and reward. } 

f? 1 *' arrival in town, sir,- my first care was to deliver your j 

letter of recommendation to our cousin, who was himself in little better 1 
a ciiicumstances than I. My first scheme, you know, sir, was to be usher j 
Tf at an academy, and I ^ked his advice on the affair. Our cousin T 
II received the proposal with a true Sardonic grin. ‘ Ay,’ cried he, ‘this | 
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^ . The Vicar of Wakefield. 

J is, indiied, a very pretty career that has been chalked out for you. I 
^ have been an usher at a boardingf-school myself; and may I die by an 
anodyne necklace, but I had rather be an under-turnkey in Newgate. 
I was up early and late. I was brow-beat by the master, hated for my 
n mistress, worried by the boys within, and never per- 

jv- mitted to stir out to meet civility abroad. But 'are you sure- you are 
(1 fit for a school ? Let me examine you a little. Have you been bred 
apprentice to the business ? ’ * No.’ ‘ Then you \yon't do for a school. 

^ Can you dress the boys’ hair?’ ‘No.’ ‘Then you won’t do for a 
|| school. Have you had the small-pox ? ’ ‘No.’ ‘ Then you won’t do 
for a school. Can you lie three in a bed ?' ‘No.’ ‘ Then you will 
never do for a school. Have you got a good stomach?’ ‘Yes.’ 

‘ Then you will by no means do for a school. No, sir; if you are for 
a genteel, easy profession, bind yourself seven years as 'an apprentice 
to turn a cutler’s wheel ; but avoid a school by any means. Yet come/ 
continued he, ‘ I see you are a lad of spirit and some learning ; what 
do you think of commencing author like me ? You have read in 
books, no doubt, of men of genius starving at the trade; at piesent I’ll 
show you forty very dull fellows about town that live by it in opulence. 
All honest jog-trot men, who go on smoothly and dully, and write 
history and politics, and are praised; men, sir,- who, had they been 
bred cobblers, would all their lives have only mended shoes, but 
never made them.' 

“ Finding that there was no great degree of gentility affixed to the 
character of an usher, I resolved to accept his proposal ; and, having 
the highest. respect for literature, hailed the Aritiqua Mater of Gmb 
Street with reverence. I thought it my glory to pursue a track which 
Dryden and Qtway trod, before me. I considered the goddess of this 
region as the parent . of excellence ; and, however an intercourse witli 
the world might give us good sense, the poverty she panted I 
supposed to be the nurse of genius. Big with these reflections I sat 
down; and, finding that the best things remained to be said on the ^ 
wrong side, I resolved to write a book that should be wholly new. I g 
therefore dressed up some- paradoxes, with ingenuity^ : They were 
false, indeed, but tliey were . new. The jewels- of truth have - been 


so often imported by others, that nothing was left for me to import but 

I \~^d . eve'nr. bit as welJ. 


some splendid things that, at a distanc^’ 
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woitld rise to opt)osc my s\*slems ; but then 1 was prcpai-cd to oppose 
the whole learned world. Like the porcupine, 1 sat self-collected, with 
a quill pointed against everj\ opposcr.*' 

“Wdl said, my boy,” cried 1; “and what subject did you -treat 
upon ? I liope you did not, pass over the importance of monogamy. 
But I interrupt: go on. 'You published your paradoxes; well, and 
what did the learned world say to your paradoxes ? ” 

“Sir,” replied my son, "the learned world said nothing to my 
paradoxes ; nothing at all, sir. Ever)' man of them was employed in 
praising his friends and himself, or condemning his enemies; and, 
unfortunately, as I had neither, 1 suffered the crudest mortification — 
neglect ■ , 

“ As I was xncdilating one day, in a coffee-house, on the fate of- my 
paradoxes, a little man happening to cnler the room, placed himself in 
the box before me ; and, after some preliminaiy discoiu-sc, finding me 
to be a scholar, drew out a bundle of proposals, begging me to subscribe 
to a new edition he was going to give the world of Propertius, with 
notes. This demand necessarily produced a reply, that 1 had no money : 
and that concession led him to inquire into the nature of my expecta- 
tions. Finding that my expectations were just ns great as my pui’sci 
* 1 see,’ cried he, ‘ you arc unacquainted with the town.- I’ll teach you 
a part of it. Look at these pix>posals ; upon these vciy proposals I 
h.ave subsisted verj' coinforUibly for twelve years. The moment a 
nobleman returns from his travels, a Creolian arrives from Jamaica, or 
dowager from her counliy’-scat, I strike for a subscription. 1 first 
besiege their hearts with flattery, and then pour in my proposals at the 
breach. If they subscribe readily the firet time, I renew my request to 
beg a dedication fee ; if they let me have that, 1 smite them once more 
for engraving their coat of arms at the top. Thus,' continued he, ' I 
live by vanity and laugh at it ; but, between ourselves, 1 am now too 
well known. 1 should be glad to borrow your face a bit ; a nobleman 
of distinction has just returned from Italy ; my face is familiar to his 
porter ; but if you bring this copy of verses, my life for it, you succeed, 
and we divide the spoil.’ " 

“ Bless us, George!" cried 1, “and is this the employment of poets 
now f Do men of their exalted talents thus stoop to beggary ? Can 
they so far disgrace their calling as to make a vile traflic of i)rnisc for 
bread.?” 

. ” O no, sir," returned he ; " a true poet c.m never be so base ; for. 












wherever there is genius there is pride. The creatures I now describe i 
are only beggars in rhyme. The real poet, as he braves every hardship J 
for fame, so is he equally a coward to contempt ; and none but those | 
who are unworthy protection condescend.to solicit it. Y 

“ Having a mind too proud to stoop to such indignities, and yet a i 
- fortune too humble to hazard a second attempt for fame, I was now w 
obliged to take a middle ' course, and write for bread ; but I was lU 
unqualified for a profession where mere industry alone was to insure A 
.success. I could not suppress my lurking passion for applause ; but R 
usually consumed that time in efforts after- excellence, which takes up ^ 
Tjut little room, when it should have been more advantageously employed u 
in the diffusive productions of fruitful mediocrity. My little piece would, fl 
therefore, come forth in the midst of periodical publications, unnoticed 
and unknown. The public were more importantly employed than to ^ 
observe the easy simplicity of my style, or the harmony of my periods. % 
Sheet after sheet was thrown off to oblivion. My essays were ji 
buried among the' essays upon liberty, eastern tales, and cures for the jJ 
bite- of a m?d dog; while Philautos, Philalethes, and Philelutheros, ^ 
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ai\d Philsmtliropos, xill wrote better, because tltcN- wrote faster 
than I. 

“ Now, therefore, I began to associate witli none but disappointed 
autliors like myself who praised, deplored, and despised each other. 
The satisfaction we found in everj* celebrated writers attempts was 
inversely as tlieif merits. • 1 found that no genius in another could 
ple^^c me. hly unfortunate paradoxes had entirely dried up that 
source of comfort. I could neiUier read nor write with satisfaction ; 
for excellence in another was mv aversion, and Amtihsr was mv trade. 

** In the midst of tliese gloomy reflections, as I was one day sitting on 
a bench in St. James's Park, a young gentleman of distinction, who 
had been my intimate acquaintance at ‘die university, approaclted me. 
W e saluted each odier widi some hesitation ; he almost ashamed to be 
knou n to one who made so shabby an appearance, and I afraid of a ' 
reimlse. But my suspicions soon t’anished ; for Ned Thomliill was at 
the bottom a vert* good-natured fellow.’* 

"What did you say, George?*’ interrupted I.- " Thornhill ! was 
*031 name ? It can certainly be no odier dian my landlord.’ 

“ Bless me! *' cried Mrs. Arnold, " is Mr. Thonihill so near a neighbour 

of yours ? He has Ifing been a friend in our familv, and we expect a 
visit from him shoidy.” 

hit friend s first care, continued my son, “ was to alter mv appear- 
ance n t er) fine suit of his own clodies, and dien I was admitted to 
us ta c upon the footing of half friend, half underling, hiv business 
^^;as to attend him at auctions, to put him in spirits when he 'sat for his 
picture, to take die left hand in his diariot when not filled bv anodier, 
for'*, ftT*” n » k‘P> M il'c pluasc when he hid a mind 
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fern 1 } . I n-as to do many small things without bidding to catty die 
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anu, n i could, to be verj* happy, 
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captain ofniatmes. who was fotmed for the place bv nature onnoaed 

me m my patrons alTcctions. His mother hZ t ^ i 
man of nniKtx- i *i i , mouitr had been laundress to a 
man oi qualiti, and thus he earl v aeon i- • • j 

nedi.rr,.,. Ac ,1,; 1 ^ ncquired a taste for pimping and 

l«.di,,rcc. this gentleman made it the study of his life to be 

acquainted with lords, though he was dismissed fro.; i r i • 

siiinuJhv s-.fi. r i r . dismissed Irom several for lus 

^ «I «duj . j a he lound many of them who were as dull as himself, that 


< Vj 




I*.'*— JN. 




The Vicar of Wakefield. 


• 1 ^ ^ ^ * 0 ' - 

,i« SO cvciy liour being better acquainted with his defects, I became ^ 

H more unwilling to give it. Thus I was once more fairly going to give j 
iin the field to the caotain. when mv friend found occasion for j 


J.. up the field to the captain, when my friend found occasion for 
^ my ajssistancc. TJiis was nothing less than to fight a duel for him 
U with a gentleman, whose sister it was pretended he had used ill. I 
readily complied with his request, and though I see you afe displeased 
at my conduct, yet, as it was a debt indispensably due to friendship, I 

1 could not refuse. I undertook the aifair, disarmed my antagonist, and 
soon after had the pleasure of finding that the lady was only a woman 
of the town, and the fellow her bully and a sharper. This piece 
fi7 of scrA'icc was repaid with the warmest professions of gratitude ; 
j* but as my friend was to leave town in a few days, he knew no other 
method of serving me, but by recommending me to his uncle, Sir 


y William Thornhill, and another nobleman of great distinction, who 
1 1 enjoyed a post under die government. When he was gone, my first 
U care was to carry his recommendatory letter to his uncle, a man whose 
f character for every virtue was universal, yet just. I was received by 
S his servants with the most hospitable smiles, for the looks of the 
I domestics ever transmit tlieir masters benevolence. Being shown 
I into a grand apartment, where Sir William soon came to me, I delivered 
u my message and letter, which he read, and. after pausing some minutes 
^ Pray, sir,’ cried he, * inform me what you have done for my kins- 
I man, to deserve this warm recommendation 1 But I suppose, sir, 
w I guess your merits ; you have fought for him ; and so you would 
f expect a reward from me for being the instrument of his vices. 

I I wish, sincerely wish, that my present refusal may be some punish- 
g ment for your guilt ; but still more that it may be some inducement to ^ 
ft your repentance.’ The severity of this rebuke I bore patiently, because 
S I knew it was just. My whole expectations now, therefore, lay in ^ 
f my letter to the great man. As tlie dpors of the nobility are almo^ 

1 ever beset with beggars, all ready to thrust in some sly petition, I found 
it no easy matter to gain admittance. However, after bribing the. 
f servants with half my worldly fortune, I was at last shown into a 

iL spacious apartment, my letter being previously sent up for his or s ips ^ 

jf inspection. During this anxious .interval, I had full time to look around , 
S me. Everything was grand and of happy contrivance; the paintings , 
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the furniture, the gildings, petrified nie with aive, and raised my idea 
of the owner. Ah ! thought I to myself, how very great must the 
possessor of all these things be, who carries in his head the business 
of the state, arid whose, house displays half the wealth of a kingdom ; 
.sure his genius must be unfathomable ! During these awful reflections 
I heard a step come heavily forward. Ah, this is the g^reat man 
himself! No, it was only a chambermaid. Another foot was heard 
soon after. This must be he! No, it was only the great man’s 
valet-de-chambre. At last his lordship actually made his appearance. 

‘ Are you,’ cried he, ‘ the bearer of this here letter ?’ I answered with 

a bow. ‘ I learn by this,’ continued he, ‘as how tliat ' But just 

at that instant a servant delivered him a card ; and withcjut taking 
further notice he went out of the room, and left me to digest my 
own happiness at leisure. ,I saw no more of him, till told by a footman 
that his lordship was going to his coach at the door. . Down I imme- 
diately followed, and joined "my voice to that of three or four more, who 
came like me to petition for favours. His lordship, however, went too 
fast for us, and was gaining his chariot-door with large strides, when I 
hallooed out to know if 1 was to have any reply. He was by this'time . 
got in, and muttered an answer, half oT which only I heard, the other 
half was lost in the rattling of his chariot-wheels. I stood for some 
time with my neck stretched oul^ in the posture 'of one that was 
listening to catch the glorious sounds, till, looking round me, I found 
myself, alone at his lordship’s gate. 

" My patience,” continued my son, " was now quite exhausted.. Stung 
with the thousand indignities I had met with, I was willing to cast 
myself away, and only wanted the gulf to receive me. I regarded 
myself as one of those vile things that Nature designed should be 
thrown by into her lumber-room, there to perish in obscurity. I had 
still, however, half a guinea left^ and of that I thought Nature herself 
should not deprive me ; but, in order to be sure of this, I was resolved 
to go instantly and spend it while I had it, and then trust to occur- 
rences for the rest. As I was going along with this resolution, it ^ 
happened that Mr. Crispe’s office seemed invitingly open to give me a' j 
welcome reception. In this office Mr. Crispe kindly offers, all his 
majesty s subjects a generous promise of ^30 a-year, for which promise 
all they give in return is their liberty for life, and permission to let him 
transport them to America as slaves. I was happy at finding a place 
^where I could lose my fears in desperation, and entered this cell, for it 
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had the appearance of one, with the devotion of a monastic. Here I 
found a number of poor creatures, all in circumstances like myself 
expecting the arrival of Mr. Crispe, presenting a true epitome of 
English impatience. Eaich untractable soul, at variance with Fortune, 
wreaked her injuries on their own hearts ; but Mr. Crispe at last came 
down, and all our murmurs were hushed. He deigned to regard 
me with an air of peculiar approbation, and indeed he was the first 
man who, for a month past, talked to me with smiles. After a few 
questions, he found I was fit for everything in the world. He paused 
awhile upon the properest means of providing for me, and slapping his 
forehead as if he had found it, assured me that there was at that time 
an embassy talked of from the synod of Pennsylvania to the Chicka- 
saw Indians, and that he would use his interest to get me made 
secretary. I knew in my own heart that the fellow lied, and }'et his 
promise gave me pleasure, there was sonietliing so magnificent in the 
sound. I fairly, therefore, divided my half-guinea, one-half of which 
went to be added to his thirty thousand pounds, and with tile 






other half I resolved to go to the next tavern, lo be there more happy 
tlian he. 

“ As I was going out with that resolution, I was met at the door by 
the captain of a ship, with whom I had formerly some little acquaint- 
ance, and he agreed to be my companion over a bowl of punch. As I 
never chose to make a secret of iny circumstances, he assured me that 
I was upon the ver}* point of ruin, in listening to the office-keepers 
promises; for- that he only designed to sell me to the plantations. 

‘ But,’ continued he, * I fancy you might by a much shorter voyage be 
verj^ easily put into a genteel way of bread. Take my advice. My 
ship sails to-morrow for Amsterdam; what if you go in her as a 
passenger ? The moment you land, all you have to do is to teach the 
Dutchmen English, and I warrant you’ll get pupils and money enough. 
I suppose you understand English,* added he, 'by this time, or 
the deuce is in it’ I confidendy assured him of that ; but expressed 
a doubt whether die Dutch would be. willing to learn English. 
He affirmed, with an oath, that they were fond of it to distraction ; and 
upon that affirmation I agreed with his proposal, and embarked 
the next day to teach the Dutch English in Holland. The wind was. 
fair, our voyage short, and, after having paid my passage with half my 
moveables, I found myself fallen, as from the skies, a stranger in' one 
of the principal streets of Amsterdam. In diis situation I was 
unwilling to let any time pass unemployed in teaching. I addixissed 
myself, therefore, to two or three of those I met, whose appearance 
seemed most promising; but it was impossible to make ourselves 
mutually understood. It was not till this verj' moment I recollected, 
that in order to teach Dutdrmen English, it was necessaiy that they 
should first teach me Dutch. How I came to overlook so obvious an 
objection, is to me amazing ; but certain it is I overlooked it 

“ This scheme thus blown up, I had some dioughts of fairly shipping 
back to England again ; but falling into company with an Irish student, 
w ho was returning from Louvain, our conversation turning upon topics 
of literature (for by the way, it may be obserx'cd, that I always forgot 
the meanness of my circumstances when I could converse on such 
subjects), from him I learned, that there were not two men in his 
whole university who understood Greek. This amazed me. I 
instantly resolved to travel to Louvain, and there live by teaching 
f*rcek ; and in this design I was heartened by my brother-student, who 

that a fortune might be got by it. 
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“ I set boldly forward the next morningf. Every day lessened the 
burriien of my moveables, like iEsop and his basket of bread ; for I 
paid them for my lodgings to the Dutch as I travelled on. When I 
came to Louvain, I was resolved not to go sneaking to the lower 
professors, but openly tendered my talents to the-principal himself. I 
went, had admittance, and offered him my service as a master of the 
Greek language, which I had been told .was a desideratum in this 
university. The principal seemed, at first, to doubt of my abilities ; 
but of these I offered to convince him, by turning a part of any Greek 
author he should fix upon into Latin. Finding me perfectly earnest 
in .my proposal, he addressed me thus : ‘You see me, young man ; I 
never learned Greek, and I don’t find that I have ever missed it. I 
have had a doctor’s cap and gown without Greek ; I have ten -thousand 
florins a year without Greek ; I eat heartily without Greek ; and, 
in short,’ continued he, ‘ as I don’t know Greek, I do not believe there 
is any good in it.’ ^ 

“ I was now too far from home to think of returning, so I resolved ' 
to go forward. 'I had some knowledge of music, with a tolerable j 
voice : I now turned what was once my amusement into a present o 
means of subsistence. I passed among the harmless peasants of Y 
Flanders, and among such of the French as were poor enough to | 
be very merry ; for I ever found them sprightly in proportion to their J 
wants. Whenever I approached a peasant’s house towards nightfall, I 
played one of my most merry tunes, and that procured me not only a 
lodging, but subsistence for Ae next day. I once or twice attempted v 
to play for people of fashion ; but they always thought my performance || 
odious, and never rewarded me even with a trifle. This was to me 
the mbre extraordinary, as whenever I used in better days to play for || 
company, when playing was my amusement, my music never failed to A 
throw them into raptures, and the ladies especially ; but, as it was now v 
my only means, it was received with contempt : a proof how ready the J 
world is to underrate those talents by which a man is supported. ^ 

“ In this manner I proceeded to Paris, with no design but just 
to look about me, and then to go forward. The people of Paris are J 
much fonder of strangers that have money, than of those that have wit. f 
As I could not boast much of either, I Aras no great favourite. After L 
walking about the town four or five days, and seeing the outsides of the 
best houses, I was preparing to leave this retreat of venal hospitality’ ; J 
when, passing through one of the principal streets, whom shoifl^^^ 



I meet but our cousin, to whom you first recommended me ! This 
meetings was very agreeable to me, and I believe not displeasing 
to him. He inquired into the nature of my journey to Paris, and 
informed me of his own business there, which was to collect pictures, 
medals, intaglios, and antiques of all kinds, for a gentleman in London, 
who had just stepped into taste and a lai^e fortune. I was the more 
surprised at seeing ■ our cousin pitched upon for this office, as he 
himself had often assured me he knew nothing of the matter. , Up'on 
asking how he had been taught the art of a cognosccnto so very 
suddenly, he assured me that nothing was more easy. The whole 
secret consisted in a strict adherence to two rules : the one, always to 
observe’ that the picture might have been better if the painter had 
taken more pains; and the other, to praise the works of Pietro Peru- 
gino. ' But,’ says he, ‘ as I once taught you how to be an author in 
London, I’ll now undertake to instruct you in the art of picture- 
buying in Paris.’ 

“ With this proposal I very readily closed, as it was living ; and 
now all my ambition was to live. I went therefore to his lodgings, 
improved my dress by his assistance ; and, after some time, accom- 
panied him to auctions of pictures, where the English gentry were 
expected to be purchasers. 1 was not a little surprised at his intimacy 
with people of the best fashion, who referred themselves to his judg- 
ment upon every picture or medal, as an unerring standard of taste. 
He made very good use of my assistance upon these occasions ; for 
when asked his opinion, he would gravely take me aside and ask mine, 
shrug, look wise, return, and assure the company that he could give no 
opinion upon an affair of so much importance. Yet there was some- 
times an occasion for a more supported assurance. I remember to 
have seen him, after giving his opinion that the colouring of a picture 
was not mellow enough, very deliberately take a brush with brown 
varnish that was accidentally lying by, and rub it' over the piece with 
great composure before all the company, and then ask if he had 
not improved the lints. 

“ When he had finished his commission in Paris, he left me strongly 
recommended to several men of distinction, as a person very proper for 
a travelling tutor; and, after some time, I was employed in that 
ji capacity by a gentleman who brought his ward to Paris, in order to set 
him forward on his tour through Europe. I was to be the young 
gentleman’s governor, but with a proviso that he should always 
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j» I'." ji-.’r«i:i{<'«l lo ”i>vcrn himscif. My pupil, in fact, understood the 
A ail .11 ynidinii in money concerns mucli heller lhan I. He was heir to 
•j a lorisinc of alioni two huiuired (iiousand pounds, left him by an uncle 
'Ji :n sue W c*il Itviies ; and his onardians, lo cjualify him for the manage- 
U me;u nf ii. h:ul hound him apprentice lo an atiorncy. Thus avarice 
i» was ijis prt.'vailmg passion ; all his questions on the road were, how 
|| mu-^n money might he saved ; which was the least expensive course of 
...* ‘t^avclliiv.’ ; whether anything could he bought that would turn to 
acciiuni when disjiosed of again in London. Such curiosities on the 
|| way as coultl !)e seen for nothing, he was ready enough to look at; but 
it the sight of ihem was to he paid for, he usually asserted that he had 
been told they were not worth seeing. He never paid a bill that 
^ he wouhl not observe, how amazingly expensive travelling was! and 
all this though he w;is not yet twenty-one. When arrived at Leghorn, I 
as we look a walk tt) look at the port and shipping, he inquired 
the expense of the passage by sea home lo. England. This he J 
(j was informed wa.s hut a trifle compared to his returning by land ; 

P he was therefore unable lo withstand the temptation ; so paying me the 
small part of my’.salary that was due, he took leave, and embarked « 
^ with only one attendant for London. « 

“ I now, therefore, was left once more upon the world at large ; | 
hut then it was a thing I was used to. However, my skill in music S 
could avail me nothing in a country where every peasant was a better Iff 
musician than I ; but by this time I had acquired anotlier talent, which Jl 
answered my purpose as well, and this was a skill in disputation. In ^ 
all the foreign universities and convents, there are, upon certain days, U 
philosophical theses maintained against every adventitious disputant ; ^ 
for which, if the champion opposes with any dexterity, he can claim a | 
gratuity in money, a dinner, and a bed for one night. In this manner, 9 
therefore, I fought my way towards England ; walked along from city ® 
to city ; examined mankind more nearly ; and, if I may so express it, H 
saw both sides of the picture. My remarks, however, are but few ; I ^ 
found that monarchy was the best government for the poor to live in, If 
and commonwealths for the rich. I found that riches in general were 
in every country another name for freedom ; and that no man is so fond ^ 
of liberty himself as not to be desirous of subjecting the will of some 
individuals in society to his own. ^ 

“ Upon my arrival in England,’ I resolved to pay my respects first to ^ 
you, aiid then to enlist as a volunteer in the first expedition that "tvas ^ 
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going forward ; but on my journey down my resolutions were changed 
by meeting an old acquaintance, who I found belonged to a company 
of comedians that were going to make a summer campaign in the 
country. The company seemed not much to disapprove of me for 
an associate. They all, however, apprised me of the importance of the 
task at vrhich I aimed ; that the public was a many-headed monster, 
and that only such as had very good heads could please it ; that acting 
was'not— to be learnt in a day; and that without some traditional 
shrugs which had been on the stage, and only on the stage, these 
hundred years, I could never pretend to please. The next difficulty 
was in fitting me with parts, as almost every character was in keeping. 
I was driven for some time 'from one character to another, till at 
last Horatio was fixed upon, which the presence of the present 
company has happily hindered me from.acting.f’ 


CHAPTER XXL ' 

THE SHORT COSTDTUASCE O? FRIESmSHlP AMOXG THE VICIOU^ WHICH IS COEVAL OSLY 

WITH inmjAI. SATISFACnOX. 

sons account was too long to be delivered .at once; 
part of it was begun that night, and he "was 
concluding the rest after dinner the next day, when 
I ^ the appearance of Mr. Thornhill's equipage at the 
^ door seemed to make a pause in the general satisfaction. 

. The butler, who was now become my friend in the 
family, informed me, in a whisper, that the Squire had 
already made some overtures to Miss Wilmot, and that her aunt and 
uncle seemed highly to approve the match. Upon Mr. Thornhill’s 
cntenng. he seemed, at seeing my son and me, to start back; but I 
readily imputed that to surprise, and not displeasure. How-ever, 
upon our advanarig to salute him. he returned our greeting with the 
most apparent candour; and after a short time his preseL served 
only to increase the general good humour. 

-After tea. he called me aside, to inquire after my daughter; but upon 
my informing him that mj' inquiry was unsuccessful, he seemed greatly 
surpnsed; adding that he had been since frequently at my house. 
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j| in order to comfort the rest of my family, whom he left perfectly well, 
y He then asked if I had communicated her misfortune to Miss Wilmot, 
jj- or my son ; and upon my replying that I had not told them as yet, he 
Jo trreatlv aooroved mv nrudr^nre and nr«>r*aiiffnn docii-inn-. ..IT 


all imagine.” We were here interrupted by a servant, who came to 
ask the Squire in to stand up at country-dances; so that he left 
; me quite pleased with the interest he seemed to take in my concerns. 
His addresses, however, to Miss Wilmot were too* obvious to be 
mistaken ; and yet she seemed not perfectly pleased, but bore them 
rather in compliance to the will of her aunt, than from real inclination. 

I had even the satisfaction to see her lavish some kind looks upon my 
unfortunate son, which the other could neither extort by his fortune 
nor assiduity. Mr. Thornhill’s seeming composure, however, not a 
little surprised me : we had now continued here a week, at the pressing ^ 
instances of Mr. Arnold; but each day the more tenderness Miss 
Wilmot showed my son, Mr. Thornhill's friendship seemed propor- 
tionably to increase f6r him. ^ 

He had formerly made us the most kind assurances of using > 
his interest to serve the family; but now his generosity was not 
confined to promises alone. The morning I designed for my departure . 
Mr. Thornhill came to me, with looks of real pleasure, to inform me of | 
a piece of service he had done for his "friend George. This was j 
nothing less than his having procured him an ensign’s commission % 
in one of the regiments that were going to the West Indies, for which || 
he had promised but one hundred pounds, his interest having been J 
sufficient to get an abatement of the other two ; “ As for this trifling jj 
piece of service,” continued the young gentleman, “ I desire no other M 
reward but the pleasure of having served my friend ; and as for w 
the hundred jpounds to be paid, if you are unable to raise it yourselves, || 
I will advance it, and you shall repay me at yoUr leisure.” This was a ^ 
favour we wanted words to express our sense of : . I readily, therefore, jl 
gave my bond for the money, and testified as much gratitude as if In 

I never intended to pay. . 

George was to depart for town the next day to secure his com- 
mission, in pursuance of his generous patron’s directions, who judged ^ 
it highly expedient to use dispatch, lest in the meantime another .1 
should step in with more' advantageous proposals. The next morning, ^ 
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I therefore, our young soldier was early prepared for his departure, and j 


seemed the only person amohg us that was not aflccted by it. Neither 
the fatigues .and dangers ho was going to encounter, nor the friends 
and mistress (for Miss Wilmot actually loved him) he was leaving 
behind, any way damped his spirits. After he had taken leave of the 
rest of the company, 1 gave him all 1 had — my blessing : “ And 
now, my boy," cried I, " thou art going to fight for thy country, 
remember how thy brave grandfather fought for his sacred king, when 
loyalty among Britons was a virtue. Go, my boy, and imitate him in 
all but his misfortunes ; if it was a misfortiutc to die with Lord Falk- 
land. Go, my boy, and if you fall, though distant, exposed and 
unwept by those that love you, the most precious tears are those with 
which Heaven bedews the unburied head of a .soldier." 

'i'he next morning I took leave of the good family that had been 
kind enough to entertain me so long, not without several expressions 
v»f gratitude to Mr. 'rhornhill for his late bounty. I left them in the 
enjoyment of all that’ happiness which aflluence and good breeding 
\n'oeure. an<.l returned towards home, despairing of ever finding my 
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f daughter more, but sending a sigh to Heaven to spare and to forgive 
her. I was now come within about twentj' miles of home, having 
hired a home to carrj'- me, as I was j'et but weak, and comforted 
myself with the hopes of soon seeing all I held dearest upon earth. 
But the night coming on, I put up at a litde public-house by the 
road-side, and asked for die landlord’s company over a pint of wine. 
AVe sat beside his kitchen fire, which was the best room in the house, 
and diatted on politics and the news of the countr}-. We happened, 
among other topics, to talk of young squire Thornhill, who, the host 
assured me, was hated as mudi as his uncle. Sir William, who some- 
times came down to the countrj', was loved. He went on to observe, 
that he made it lus .whole study to betray the daughters of such 
as received him to thdr houses, and after a fortnight or three weeks’ 
.possession -turned them out unrewarded and abandoned to the world. 
As we continued our discourse in this manner, his wife, who had been 
out to get diange, returned, and percdving that her husband was 
enjoying a pleasure in whidi she was not a sharer, she asked him, in 
an angrj* tone, what he did there, to whidi he only replied, in an 
ironical wa\-, by drinking her health. “ Mr. S^nnonds,” cried she, “ you 
use me ver\' ill, and I’ll bear it no longer. Here, three-parts of 
the business is left for me to do, and the fourdi left unfinished, while 
you do nothing but soak witli die guests all daj* long ; whereas, if 
a spoonful of liquor were to cure me of a fever, I ne\'er toudi 'a drop. ’’ 
^ I now found what she would be at, and immediately poured her out a 
^ glass, which she received widi a curtsey, and drinking towards my 
U good health, “Sir,” resumed she, "it is not so .much -for die value* 
of the liquor I am angrj*, but one cannot hdp it when die house 
is going out of the windows. If the customers or guests are to 
U be dunned, all the burden lies upon m\* back : he’d as lief eat that glass 
^ as budge after them himself. There now above stairs we have a 
young woman who has come to take up her lodgings here, and I don’t 
believe she has got anj* monej*. bj* her over-chnlitj*. I am certain she 
is verj- slow of paj-ment and I wish she were put in mind of it.” 
*,| “ What signifies minding her ?” cried the host : “ if she be slow she’s 

sure." “ I don’t know that," replied the wife ; “ but I know that I am 
sure she has been here a fortnight, and we have not j*et seen the cross 
of her monej*.’’ *• I suppose, my dear,” cried he, “ we shall have it all 
in a lump.” " In a lump !’’ cried the odier; “ I hope we may get it any 
^ resolved we will this verj* night, or out she tramps. 
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bag and baggage.” “ Consider, my dear,” cried the husband, « she is 
a gentlewoman, and deserves more respect.” "As for the matter 
of that," returned the hostess, "gentle or simple, out she shall pack 
■with a sassarara. Gentry may be good things where they take ; but for 
my part I never saw much good of them at the sign of the Harrow.” 
Thus saying, she ran up a narrow flight of stairs that went from 
the kitchen ' to a room overhead, and I soon perceived by the loud- 
ness of her voice, and the bitterness of her reproaches, that no money 
was to be had from her lodger. I could hear her remonstrances very 
distinctly. “ Out, I say, pack out this moment ! tramp, thou infamous 
strumpet, or I’ll give thee a .mark thou won’t be the better for these 
three months. . What! you trumpery, to come and take up an honest 
house without cross or coin to bless yourself with ! come along, I say.” 

" Oh, dear madam,” cried the stranger, "pity me, pity a poor abandoned 
creature, for one night, and death will soon do the rest.” I instantly 
kne\y the voice of my poor ruined child Olivia. I flew to her rescue, 
while the woman was dragging her along by the hair, and I caught tlie 
dear forlorn wretch in my arms. "Welcome,- any way, welcome, 
my dearest lost one, my treasure, to your poor old father’s bosom. 
Though the vicious forsake thee, there is yet one in the world that 
will never forsake thee; though thou hadst ten thousand crimes to 
answer for, he will forgive them all/' " Oh, my own dear ” — for minutes 
she could say no more — " my own dearest, good papa ! Could angels 
be kinder ? How do I deserve so much ? The villain, I hate him 
and myself, to be a reproach to so much goodness. You can’t forgive 
me; I know you cannot.” "Yes, my child, from my heart I do 
forgive thee : only repent, and we both shall yet be happy. We shall 
see many pleasant days yet, my Olivia.” “ Ah ! never, sir, never. 
The rest of my- wretched life must be infamy abroad, and shame 
at home. But, alas ! papa, you look much paler than you used to do. 
Could such a thing as I am give you so much uneasiness Surely 
you have too much wisdom to take the miseries of my guilt upon 
yourself!” " Our wisdom, young woman — ’* replied I. “Ah ! why so 
cold a name, papa ? ” cried she. “ This is the first time you ever 
called me by so cold a name." “ I ask pardon, my darling,' returned 
I ; " but I was going' to observe, that wisdom makes but a slow 
defence against trouble, though at last a sure one,” 

The landlady now returned to know if we did not choose a more 
genteel apartment; to which assenting, we were shown to a room jK 
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where we could converse more freely. After vre had talked ourselves 
into some degree of tranquillity, I could not avoid desiring some 
account of the gradations that led to her present wretched situation. 
“ That villain, sir," said she, " from the first day of our meeting, made 
me honourably though private proposals." 

" Villain, indeed,” cried I ; " and 3'et it in some measure surprises 
me, how a person of Mr. Burchell’s good sense and seeming honour 
could be guilty of such deliberate baseness, and thus step into a family 
to undo it" 

“ My dear papa," returned my daughter, “ j^ou labour under a strange 
mistake. Mr. Burchell never attempted to deceive me. Instead 
of tViar, he took everj'^ opportunity of private^ admonishing me against 
the artifices of Mr. Thornhill, who, I now find, was even worse than 
he represented him.” “ Mr. Thornhill !” interrupted I ; “ can it be.? ” 
“Yes, sir,” returned she; “it was Mr. Thornhill who seduced me; who 
emploj^ed the two ladies, as he called them, but who, in fact, were 
abandoned women of the town, without breeding or pity, to decoy us up 
to London. Their artifices, j'ou may remeniber, would have certainly 
succeeded, but for Mr. Burchell’s letter, who directed those reproaches 
at them, which we all applied to ourselves, How he came to have so 
much influence as to defeat their intentions,^ still remains a secret to 
me ; but I am convinced he was ever our warmest, sincerest friend.” 

“You amaze me, my dear," cried I; *‘but now I find my first 
suspicions of Mr. Thornhill’s baseness were too well grounded : but 
he can triumph in security ; for he is rich, and we are poor. But tell 
me, my child ; surety it was no small temptation that could thus 
obliterate all the impressions of such an education, and so virtuous 
a disposition as thine ?” 

“ Indeed, sir," replied she, “ he owes all his triumph to the desire I 
had of making him, and not myself, happy. I knew that the ceremony 
of our marriage, which was privately performed by a Popish priest, was 
no way binding, and that I had nothing to trust to but his honour.” 
** What !” interrupted I, " and were you indeed married by a priest, and 
in orders?” “Indeed, sir, we were,” replied she, “though we were 
both sworn to conceal his name." “ Why then, mj*^ child, come to my 
arms again ; and now you are a thousand times more welcome than 
before; for you are his wife to all intents and purposes; nor can 
. all the laws of man, though written upon tables of adamant, lessen the 


force of that sacred connection.” 


^ 


“Alas! papa,” replied she, “you are but little acquainted with ^ 
his villanies ; he has been jnarried already, by the same priest, to six n 
or eight wives more, whom, like me, he has deceived and abandoned.” 

“ Has he so ?" cried I ; “ then we must hang the priest, and )-ou j, 
shall inform against him to-morrow.*’ “But, sir,’* returned she, "will ij 
that be right, when I am sworn to secrecy .!*” “My dear,” I replied, | 
“ if you have made such a promise, J cannot^ nor will I, tempt you to ) 
break it. Even though it may benefit the public, you must not inform j 
against him. In all human institutions a smaller evil is allowed, ^ 
to procure a greater good : as, in politics, a province may be given ^ 
away to secure a kingdom ; in medicine, a limb may be lopped off V 
to preserve the body. But in religion the law is written and inflexible, fl 
never to do evil. And tliis law, my child, is right ; for otherwise, if we C | 
commit a smaller evil to orocure a ereater erood. certnin tniHt wonhl In; f] 


commit a smaller evil to procure a greater good, certain guilt would be B 
thus incurred in expectation of contingent advantage. And though ^ 
the advantage should certainly follow, yet the intciwal between com- ,-| 
mission and advantage, which is allowed to be ^lilty. ma)' be that 
in which wc are called away to ansAver for the things we have done, . v 
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and die volume of human actions is closed for ever. But I interrupt 
you, my dear : go on.” 

“ The ver^*- next morning,” continued she, “ I found ivhat little 
expectations I was to have from his sincerit}-. That verj;^ morning he 
introduced me to two unhappy women more, whom, like me, he had 
deceived, but who lived in contented prostitution. I loved him too 
tenderly to bear such rivals in his affections, and strove to forget my 
infamy in a tumult of pleasures. With this view. I danced, dressed, 
and,, talked, but still was unhappj^ The gentlemen who visited there 
told me every moment of the power of my charms, and this only con- 
tributed to increase my melanclioly, as I had thrown all their power 
quite away. Thus eacli day I grew more pensive and he more insolent, 
till at last the monster had the assurance to offer me to a young 
baronet of his acquaintance. Need I describe, sir, how this ingratitude 
stung me? My answer to this proposal was almost madness. I 
desired to part. As 1 was going, he offered me a purse ; but I flung 
it at liim with indignation, and burst from him in a rage tliat for 
awhile kept me insensible of the miseries of my situation. But 
► I soon looked round me, and saw myself a wle, abject, guilty tiling, 
without one friend in tiie world to apply to. Just in tiiat interval 
a stage-coach happening to pass by, I took a place, it being my only 
aim to be driven at a distance from a wretch I despised and detested. 
I was set down here ; where, since mj^ arrival, my own anxiet)^ and 
this woman’s unkindness, have been my only companions. The hours 
of pleasure that 1 have passed with my mamma and sister now grow 
' painful to me. Their sorrows are mudi ; but mine are greater than 
I theirs ; for mine are mixed with guilt and infamy.” 

I “ Have patience, my child,’! cried I, ** and I hope things will yet be 
^ better. Take some repose to-night, and to-morrow I’ll carr^', you 

E home to your mother and tlie rest of the family, from whom you will 
receive a kind reception. Poor woman I this has gone to her heart ; 
but she loves you still, Olivia, and will forget it.” 
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CHAPTER XXIL 

OrFEjrCES ARE EASILY PARDONED WHERE THERE IS LOVE AT BOTTOM. 

next morning I took my daughter behind me, and 
set out on my return home. As we travelled along, 

^ strove by every persuasion to calm her sorrows and 
fears, and to arm her with resolution to bear the pre- 
sence of her ofiended mother. I took every opportunity, 
from the prospect of a fine country through which we passed, 
to observe how much kinder Heaven was to us tlian we to 
each other ; and that the misfortunes of Nature's making were but very 
few. I assured her that she should never perceive any change in my 
affections, and that during my life, which yet might be long, she might 
depend upon a gfuardian and an instructor. I armed her against the 
censures of the world, showed her that books were sweet, unreproaching a 
companions to the miserable, and tliat, if they could not bring us to 
enjoy life, they would at least teach us to endure it 

The hired horse that we rode was to be put up that night at an inn ^ 
by the way, within about five miles from my house ; and as I was ^ 
willing to prepare my family for my daughter’s reception, I determined , 
to leave her that night at the inn, and to return for her, accompanied j 
by my daughter Sophia, early the next morning. It "was night before 
we reached our appointed stage ; however, after seeing her provided ' 
with a decent apartment, and having ordered tlie hostess to prepare | 
proper refreshments, I kissed her, and proceeded towards home. | 
And now my heart caught new sensations of pleasure, the nearer I c 
approached that peaceful mansion. As a bird .that had been frightened | 
from its nest, my affections outwent my haste, and hovered round my / 
little fireside with all the rapture of expectation. I called up the many ^ 
fond things I had to say, and anticipated the welcome I was to receive. J 
I already felt my wife’s tender embrace, and smiled at the joy of my ^ 
little ones. As I walked but slowly, the night waned apace; the ^ 
labourers of die day were all retired to -rest ; the lights were out in J 
every cottage ; no sounds were heard but of the shrilling cock, and the V 
deep-mouthed watch-dog, at hollow distance. I approached mj'' little 
abode of pleasure, and, before I was within a furlong of the place, our 
honest mastiff came running to welcome me. . A 

It w'as-now near midnight that I came to knock at my door : all was ^ 
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still and silent— my heart dilated with unutterable happiness, when, to 
niy amazement, I saw the house bursting out into a blaze of fire, and 
every aperture red witli conflagration ! I gave a loud convulsive out- 
er)', and fell upon the pavement insensible. This alarmed my son, 
who had till this been asleep, and' he, perceiving die flames,- instantly 
awaked my wife and daughter, and all running out, naked and wild 
with apprehension, recalled me to life with their anguish. But it was 
only to objects of new terror, for the flames had by this time caught 
the roof of our dwelling, part after part continuing to fall in, while the 
family stood with silent agony looking on as if they enjoyed the blaze. 
1 gazed upon them 'and upon it by turns, and then looked round me 
for my two little ones; but they were not to be seen. “Oh, misery ! 
where,” cried “where are my little ones?” “They are burnt to 
’ death in the flames,” said my wife, calmly, “ and I will die with them.” 

That moment I heard the cry of the babes within, who were just 
[ awaked by .the fire, and nothing could have stopped me. “ Where, 
where are my children ? ” cried I, rushing through the flames, and 
I bursting the door of the chamber in which they were confined ; “ where 
^ are my little ones ? ” “ Here, dear papa, here we are ! ” cried they 
' together, while the flames were just catching the bed where they lay. 
I caught them both in my arms, and conveyed them through the fire 

|1 as fast as possible, while, just as I was going out, the roof sunk in. 
“ Now,” cried I, holding up my children, “now let the flames bum on, 
and all my possessions perish ; here they are — I have saved my trea- 
sure : here, my dearest, here are our treasures, and we shall yet be 
happy.” We kissed our little darlings a thousand times ; they clasped 
us round the neck, and seemed to share our transports, while their 
motlier laughed and wept by turns. 

I now stood a calm spectator of the flames, and after some time 
began to perceive that my arm to the shoulder was scorched in a 
terrible manner. It was, therefore, out of my power to give my- son 
any assistance, either in attempting to save our goods, or preventing 
the flames spreading to our corn. By this time the neighbours weie 
alarmed, and came running to our assistance ; but all they could do 
was to stand, like us, spectators of the calamity. My goods, among 
which were the notes I had reserved for my daughters’ fortunes, were 
entirely consumed, e-veept a box with some papers that stood in the 
kitchen, and two or three things more of litde consequence, which my 
son brought away in the beginning. The neighbours contributed. 





however, what they could to lighten our distress. They brought us 
clothes, and furnished one of oui* outhouses with kitchen utensils ; so 
that by daylight we had another, though a wretched, dwelling to retire 
to. My honest next neighbour and his thildrfen hrere nbt the least 
assiduous in providing us with everything fiecessary, and offering what- 
ever consolation untutored benevolence could suggest. 

When the fears of my family had subsided, curidsity td know the 
cause of my long stay began to take place ; having, therefore, informed 
them of every particular, I proceeded to prfepafe them for the reception 
of bur lost one ; and, though we had nothing but wretchedness now to 
impart; I ivas willing to procure her a welcome to what we had : this 
task would have been more difficult but for our own recent calamity 
which had humbled my wife’s pride, and blunted it by more poignant 
afflictions: Being unable to go for my poor child myself, as my arm 
grew verj^ painful, I sent my son and daughter; who soon returned, 
^uppordng the: wretched delinquent; who had not the Courage to look 
up at her motlier, whom no instructions of mine could persuade to a 
perfect reconciliation ; for women have a much stronger sense of female 
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error than men.' “ Ah, madam ! ” cried her mother,- “ this is but a poor 
place you are come to after so much finery. My daughter Sophy and 
I can aiford but little entertainment to persons who have kept company 
only with people of distinction ; yes, Miss Livy, your poor father and I 
have suffered very much of late ; but I hope Heaven will forgive you.” 
During this reception the unhappy victim stood pale and trembling, 
unable to weep or to reply ; but I could not continue a silent spectator 
of her distress ; wherefore, assuming a degree of severity in my voice 
and manner, which was ever followed with instant submission, I said, 
“ I entreat, woman, that my words may be now marked once for all ; I 
have here brought you back a poor deluded wanderer — ^her return to 
duty demands the revival of our tenderness ; the real hardships of life 
are now coming fast upon us ; let us not, therefore, increase, them by 
dissensions. among each other : if we live harmoniously together, we 
may yet be contented, as “there are enough of us to shut out the 
censuring world, and keep each other in countenance. The kindness 
of Heaven is' promised to the penitent, and let ours be directed by the 
example. Heaven, we are assured,, is much more pleased to view a 
repentant sinner, than ninety-nine.persons who have supported a. course 
of undeviating rectitude': and this is right; for that single effort by 
which we stop short in the down-hill path to perdition is of itself a 
greater exertion of virtue than a hundred acts of justice.” 






w 


The Vkar of Wakefield. 


CHAPTER XXIII. 


x(ixr. iii-T Tin: cun.-n* can be long and completely miserable. 

E required to make our present 

abode as convenient as possible, and we were soon 
qualified to enjoy our former serenity. Being 
disabled myself from assisting my son in our us ual 
^ occupations. I read to my family from the. few books 
that were saved, and particularly from such as, by amusing 
^ the imagination, contributed to ease the* heart. Our good 
neighbours, too, came every day with the kindest condolencp, and fixed 
a lime in which they were all to assist in repairing my former dwelling. 
Honest I'anncr Williams was not last among these visitors, but heartily 
offered his friendship. He would even have renewed his addresses to 
my daughter; but she rejected them in such a manner as totally 
repressed his future solicitations. Her grief seemed formed for con - 
tinuing, and she Avas the only person in our little society that a week 
did not restore to cheerfulness. She now lost that unblushing inno- . 
cence Avhich once taught her to respect herself, and to seek pleasure by 
pleasing. Anxiety had now taken strong possession of her mind ; her 
beauty began to be impaired with her constitution, and neglect still , 
more contributed to diminish it Every tender epithet bestowed on 
her sister brought a pang to her heart, and a tear to her eye ; and as 
one vice, though cured, ever plants others where it has been, so her ; 
former guilt, though driven out by repentanfce, left jealousy and envy 
behind. I strove a thousand ways to lessen her care, and even forgot - 
my own pain in a concern for hers, collecting such amusing passages i 
of history as a strong memory and some reading could suggest " Our J 
happiness, my dear,” I Avould say, “ is in the power of One Avho can ^ 
bring it about by a thousand unforeseen Avays that mock our foresight | 
If example be necessary to prove this, I’ll give you a story, my child, J 
told us by a grave, though sometimes a romancing, historian. | 

“ ‘ Matilda was married very young to a Neapolitan nobleman of the J 
first quality, and found hersdf a Avidow and a mother at the age of ^ 
fifteen. As she stood one day caressing her infant son in the open U 
windoAv of an apartment, Avhich hung over the river Voltuma, the 
child, with a sudden spring, leaped from her arms into the flood below, J 
and disappeared in a moment. The mother, struck with instant ^ 
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surprisCr and making an effort to save him, plunged in after ; but, far 
from being able to assist the infant, she herself with great difficulty 
It escaped to Ae opposite shore, just when some French soldiers were 
^ plundering die countrj' on that side, who immediately made her their 
prisoner. 

_ if ' As the war was then carried on between the F rench and Italians 
^ with the utmost inhumanity, they were going at once to perpetrate 
\ those two extremes suggested by appetite and cruelty.- This base 
resolution, however, was opposed by a young officer, who, though their 
U retreat r^uired the utmost expedition, placed her behind him, and 
brought her in safety to his native dty. Her beauty at first caught 
his eye : her merit; soon after, his heart. They were married ; he 
rose to the highest posts ; they lived long together, and were happy. 
^ But the felicity of a soldier can never be called permanent : after an 
interval of several -years, the troops which he commanded having met 
with a repulse, he was obliged t» take shdter in the city where he had 
lived with his wife. Here they suffered a si^e, and the city at length 
was taken. Few histories can produce more various instances of 
cruelty than those which the French and Italians at that time exercised 
^ upon each other. It was resolved by the victors, upon this occasion, 
to put all the French prisoners to death ; but particularly the husband 
^ of the unfortunate Matilda, as he was principally instrumental in pro- 
tracting the siege. Their determinations were, in general, executed 
1 almost as soon as resolved upon. The captive soldier was led forth, 
w and the executioner with his sword stood ready, while the spectators, 
|| in gloomy silence, awaited the fatal blow, which was only suspended 
till the general, who presided as judge, should gfive the signal. It was 
h in this interval of anguish and expectation, that Matilda came to take 
the last far^ell of her husband and deliverer, deploring her wretched 
^ situation, and the cruelty of fate that had saved her from perishing by 
a premature death in the river Voltuma, to be the spectator of still 
k gutter calamities. The general, who was a young man, was struck 
^ with surprise at her beaut}', and pity at her distress ; but with still 
stronger emotions when he heard her mention her former dangers. 
He was her son. the infant for whom she had encountered so much 
danger : he ackno^riedged her at once as his motheur, and fell at her 
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h reet- The rest may be easily supposed ; the captive was set free, and 
^ aii tne happiness that love, friendship, and duly could confer on earth. 




In this 'manner I would attempt* to amuse my daughter; but she 
listened with divided ^tter^tion ; for her o\vn ipisfortunes engrossed all 
the pity she once had for thqse of pother, and nothing gave her ease. 
In company she dreaded contempt ; and in solitude she only found 
anxiety. Such was the colour of her wretchedness, when we received 
certain information that Mr. ThoriAill w^ goipg to be married to Miss 
Wilmot ; for whom I always suspected he had a real passion, though 
he took every opportunity before me. to exp>*ess his contempt both of 
her person ^nd fortune. This news served only to incre^e poor 
Olivia’s affliction ; for such a flagrant breach of fiddity w^s more than 
her courage could support, I was resolved, however, to get more 
certain information ; and tp defeat, if possible, the completipn of his 
designs, by s.ending my son to old Mr. Wilmot s, yfith instructions to 
know the ^th of the report, and tp deliver Miss Wilmot a letter 
intimating Mr. Thornhill’s conduct in my family. My son vrent, in 
pursuance of my directions, and in three days returned, ^suring us of 
the truth of the account ; but that he had found it impossible to deliver 
the letter, which he was therefore obliged to leave, as Mr. Thornhill 
and Miss Wilmot were visiting round the country. They were to be 
married, he said, in a few days, having appeared together at church, 
the Sunday before he was there, in great splendour, thp bride attended 
by six .young ladies, and he by as many gentlemen. Their approaching 
nuptials filled the wholt? country with rejoicing, and they usually rode 
out together in the grandest equipage that had been seen in Uie 
country for many years. AU the friends of both families, he said, rvere 
there, ^cularly the squireV unde. Sir William ThomhiB. who bore 
so good a iararter. Ha added, that nothing hut mirth and f^ung 
were going forward; that all tlie country praised the young brides 
beauty and the bridegroom’s fine person, and that they were immensely 
fond of each other ; concluding that he could not help thinking A r. 

Thornhill one of the most happy men in the world. 

“Why, let him if he can,’’ returned I : “but, my son, observe this 
bed of straw and unsheltering roof; those mouldering walls and humid 
floor ; my wretched body thus disabled by fire, and my children weeping 
round me for bread : you have come home, my child, to all this ; 
here, even here, you see a man that would not for a thousand worlds 
exchange situations. Oh. my children, if you could but learn to com- , 
mune with your o%vn hearts, and know what noble compim) joiican 
make them, you would little regard the elegance and splendour of the 
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worthless. Almost all men have been taught to call life a passage, and 
diemsdves the travellers. The similitude sdll may be improved, when 
we observe that.the good are jojiul and serene, like travellers that are 
going towards home : the nadced but by intervals happy, like travellers 
diat are going into exile.” 

^ly compassion for my poor dat^hter, overpowered by this new 
disaster, interrupted what I had farther to observe. I bade her mother 
support her, and after a short time she recovered. She appeared from 
diat time more calm, and I imagined had gained a new degree of 
resolution; but appearances deceived me; for her tranquillitj* was the 
languor of overwrouglit resentment. A supply of provisions, charitably 
sent us bj* my kind parishioners, seemed' to diiTuse new dicerfulness 
among the rest of my family, nor was I displeased at sedng diem once 
more sprighdy and at ease. It would have been unjust to damp 
thdr sadsfacdons, merdj* to condole widi resolute mdancholy, or to 
burden them with a sadness diey did not fed. Thus, once more, die 
tale went round, and a song was demanded, and dieerfulness conde- 
scended to hover round our litde habitadon. 
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rsiSK C.KUIMIT1TS. 


HE next morning die sun arose with peculiar warmth 


U season, so diat we agreed to breakfast to- 

^ gether on the honeysuckle b.ank, where, while we 

W youngest daughter, at my request, joined her 

'V concert on die trees about us. It was in 

& P'’®* Olivia first met lier seducer, and 

J e\-ery object served to recall her sadness. But diat mdandioly 

which is excited by objects of pleasure, or inspired by sounds of 
harmony, soothes the heart insic,ad of corroding it. Her mother, too, 
d upon this occasion, felt a pleasing distress, and wept, and loved her 
M. daughter as before. -Do, niy prettj- 01i\-:a.” cried she. -let ns 
■if h.ave that little melancholy air your pajvi was so fond of; vour 
^ sister Sophy has alre,ady obliged us. Do. child, it will please your 
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oUl fnilicr. ' She complied in a manner so exquisitely pathetic as 
moved me. 

Wlien lord}' woman stoops to folly, 

And finds too late tliat men betray, 

\Vli:il cliann can soothe her melancholy. 

What art can wash her guilt away ? 

The only art her guilt to cover, 

To hide her shame from every eye ; 

To give repentance to her lover, 

And wring his bosom, is— to die. 

As she was concluding the last stanza, to which an interruption in 
i her voice, from sorrow, gave peculiar softness, the appearance of Mr. 
Thornhills equipage at a distance alarmed us all, but particularly 
increased the uneasiness of my eldest daughter, who, desirous of 
.shunning her betrayer, returned to the house with her sister. In a 
[ few minutes he was alighted from his chariot, and, making up to the 
place where I was still sitting, inquired after my health with his usual 
air of familiarity. “Sir,” replied I, “your present assurance only 
• senses to aggravate the baseness of your character ; and there was a 
, time when I would have chastised your insolence,' for' presuming ^ 
thus to appear before me. But now you are safe ; for age has cooled ^ 
my passions, and my calling restrains them.” 

“ I vow, my dear sir,” returned he, “ I am amazed at all this ; nor ^ 
can I understand what it means I I hope you do not think your 1 
daughters late excursion with me had anything criminal in it.” J 

. “ Go,” cried I, “ thou art a wretch, a poor pitiful wretch, and every | 
way a liar; but your meanness secures you from my anger. Yel; sir, | 
I am descended from a family tliat would not have borne this ! And J 
so, thou vile thing ! to gratify a momentary passion,, thou hast made J| 
one poor creature wretched for life, and polluted a family, that had ^ 
nothing but honour for tlieir portion.” 

“If she, or you,” returned he, "are resolved to be miserable, I |l 
cannot help it. But you may still be happy ; and whatever opinion J 
you may have formed of me, you shall ever find me ready to ff 
contribute to it We can marry her to another in a short time ; and, Jk 
what is more, she may keep her lover beside ; for I protest I shall y 
ever continue to have a true regard for her.” 'tf 

I found all my passions alarmed at this new degrading proposal ; ^ 
for though the mind may often be calm under great injuries, little J 
villany can at any time get within the soul, and sting it into rage. 





SOfilG 







“Avoid my sigKf, tKou feptilfe" cried I; "nor continue t6 insult 
mci With thy presence. Were niy brave son at home, he would not 
suffer this ; but I ani old and disabled, and every way undone." : 

“ I find,” cried he, " you are bent upon obliging me to talk in ’ 
a harsher manner than 1 intended. But, as I have shown you what ^ 
may be hoped from my friendship, it may not be improper to represent J 
what may be the consequences of my resentment My attorney, id | 
whom your late bond has been transferred, threatens hard ; nor do I (j 
know how to prevent the course of justice, except by paying the money 
myself j which, as I have beeii at sortie expenses lately, previous 
to iriy intended marriage, is not so easy to be done. And then ^ 
my steward talks of driving for the rent : it is cei'tain he knows 
his duty; for I never trouble myself with affairs of that nature. Yet A 
still I Could wish to serve you, and even to have you and your « 
daughter present at riiy marriage, which is shortly to be solemnised g 
with Miss Wilmot ; it is even the request of my charming Arabella jj 
herself, whom I hope you will not Refuse.” 

“ Mr, Thornhill,” replied I, “ hear me once for all : as to your U 
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. marriage with any but. my daughter, that I never will consent to ; 

* and though your friendship could raise me to .a throne, or your 
■ resentment sink nie to thfe grave, yet would I despise both. Thou 
hast once wofully,- irreparably deceived me. I reposed my heart upon 
“ thine honour, and have found its baseness. Never more, therefore, 

|) expect friendship from me. Go, and possess what fortune has given 
thee — ^beauty, riches, health, and pleasure. Go, and leave me to want,, 
infamy, disease, and sorrow. Yet, humbled as I am, shall 'my heart 
r Still, vindicate its dignity ; and though' thou hast my forgiveness, thoii 
shalt ever have my contempt.” 

I ' “If so,” returned he, “ depend upon it, you shall feel the effects of 
I this insolence, and we shall shortly see which is the fittest object 
I of scorn, you or me.”. Upon which he departed abruptly. 

' My wife and son, who were, present at this interview, seemed 
terrified with apprehension. My daughters also, finding that he 
» was gone, came out to be informed of the result of our conference ; , 
which, when known, alarmed them not less than' the rest. But as to . 

I myself, I disregarded the utmost stretch of his malevolence — ^he had 
already struck the blow, and I now stood prepared to repel every new I 

I effort — ^like one of those instruments used in the art of war, which, 
however thrown, still presents a point to receive the enemy. 

We soon, however, found that he had* not threatened in vain ; for , 
the very next morning his steward came to demand my annual rent, 
which, by the train of accidents already related, I. was unable to pay. 
The consequence of my incapacity was, his driving my cattle that 
evening, and their being appraised and sold the next day for less than 
half their value. My wife and children now, therefore, entreated me - 
to comply upon any terms, rather than incur certain destruction. ' 
They even begged of me to admit his visits once more, and used 
all their little eloquence to paint the calamities I was going to endure ^ 
— the terrors of a prison in so rigorous a season as the present, with ^ 
the danger that threatened my health from the late accident that 
happened by the fire. But I continued inflexible. 

"Why, my treasures,” cried I, “why will you thus attempt to 
persuade me to the thing that is not right ? My duty has taught me V 
to forgive him, but my conscience will not permit me to approve. | 
Would you have me applaud to the world what my heart must i 
internally condemn ? Would you have me tamely sit down and flatter j 
our infamous betrayer ; and, to avoid a prison, continually suffer the i 
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S #i^ more galling bonds of menial confinement ? No, never. If we are 
to be taken from this abode, only let us hold to the right, and 
wherever we are thrown we can still retire to a charming apartment, 
where we can look round our own hearts with intrepidity and with 
i? pleasure." 

K- In this manner we spent that evening. Early the next morning, a 
« the snow had fallen in great abundance in the night, my son was 
>1 employed in clearing it awa)', and opening a passage before the door. 
^ Me had not-bcen thus engaged long, when he came running in, with 
U looks all pale, to tell us that two strangers, whom he knew to be 
officers of justice, were making towards the house. 

J usl as he spoke they came in, and approaching the bed where I lay, 
»[ after previously informing me- of their employment and business, made 
me their prisoner, bidding me prepare to go with them to the county 
J gaol, which w’as eleven miles off. 

“ My friends,” said I, ** this is severe weatlier in Avhich you are 
( come to take me to prison; and it is particularly unfortunate at 
this time, as one of my arms^has lately been burnt in a terrible 
manner, and it has thrown me into a slight fever, and I want clothes 
to cover me, and I am now too weak and old to walk far in 

such deep snow ; but if it must be so ” 

I then turned to my wife and children, and directed them to get 
together what few things Avere left us, and to prepare immediately for 
leaving this place. I entreated tliem to be expeditious ; and desired 
my son to assist his eldest sister ; who, from a consciousness that she 
Avas the cause of all our calamities, AA^as fallen, and had lost anguish 
in insensibility. I encouraged my wife, Avho, pale and trembling, 
clasped our affrighted little ones in her arms, that clung to her bosom 
in silence, dreading to look round at the strangers. In the meantime 
my youngest daughter prepared for our departure, and as she received 
several hints to use despatch, in about an hour we Avere ready to 
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CHArrJUi XXV. 

NO smiATiON, UOWKVKU \VRV.TOnKO IT SF.KMP, HUT MAS ROMR SORT OK COMFORT 

ATIKNOINO IT. 

U set fonvnril from this pesneeful noiglibourho(J(l, .^^cl 
w.ilkccl pii plowly. My eldest dnufjhter bein^j cn- 

P . fccblcd by .a slow fever, which had begun for some 
days to \mdcrmine her constitution, one of the ofliccrs, 
who had a horse, kindly took her behind him ; for 
even these men Ctinnot entirely divest themselves of ^ 
humanity. My son led one of the little ones by the hand 
and my wife the other ; while I leaned upon luy youngest gir), whose, 
tears fell not for her own but n^y distresses. 

We were now got from my late dwelling about two miles, when we 
saw a crowd running and .shouting behind us, consi.sting of .aboul: fifty 
of my poorest parishioners. Thc.se, with dreadful imprecations, ,soon 
.seized upon the two ofiiccrs of justice, and swearing they would never 
^ see their minister go to a gaol, while they had n drop of blood to shed 
S'' in his defence, wore going to u.se them with great severity, 'J'hc 
consequence might have been fatal, had 1 not immediately iptprposed, 
and with .some difiicully rescued the officers from the hands of the 
enraged multitude. My children, who looked upon my delivery now 
as certain, appearetj transported with joy, and were incapable of con- 
t.aii\ing their raptures, but they were soon undeceived, upon hearing 
me address the poor deluded pc<^plp, who came, ,155 they imagined, to 
do me service. 

"What! my friends," cried 1, "and is this the wtiy yp\i love me? 

Is this the manner you obey the instructions I h.nve given you 
from the pulpit ? thus to (ly in the face of justice, and bring down 
ruin on your.selve.«? and me ? Which is your ringleader ? .Show me 
the man that has tlms .seduced yow. As .sure as he lives, he .shall feel 
my resentment. y\lasl my flear deluded (lock, return back to the 
duly you owe to Cio<l, to yqur coimtry, and to me. 1 shall yet, 
perhaps, one day .see you in greater felicity here, and contribute 
to make your lives more hpiipy. but let it at least be my comfort, 
when 1 pen my fold for immortality, that not one here shall be 
wanting." 

and melting inl<^ tears, came, one 


V> 'I'hey now seemed all repirntanre, a 
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after the other, to bid me farewell. I shook each tenderly by the hand, 
and leaving them my blessing, proceeded forward without meeting 
any further interruption. Some hours before night we reached the 
town, or rather village ; for it consisted but of a few mean houses, 
having lost all its former opulence, and retaining no marks of its 
ancient superiority but the gaol. 

Upon entering we put up at an inn, where we had such refreshments 
as. could most readily be procured, and I supped with my family with 
my usual cheerfuiness. After seeing them properly accommodated for 
that night, I next attended the sheriff’s officers to the prison, which 
had formerly been built for the purposes of war, and consisted of one 
large apartment, strongly grated, and paved with stone, common to 
both felons arid debtors at certain hours in tlie four-and-twenty. 

^ Besides this, every prisoner had a separate cell, where he was locked 
i in for the night. 

[ I expected upon. my entrance to find nothing but lamentations, and 
various sounds of misery, but it was very different. The prisoners • 
) seemed all employed in one common design, that of forgetting thought 

1| in merriment or clamour. I was apprised of the usual perquisite 
required upon these occasions ; and immediately complied with the 
demand, though the little money 1 had was very near being all 
exhausted. This was immediately sent away for liquor, and the whole 
prison was soon filled with riot, laughter, and profaneness. 

“ How ! " cried I to myself, “ shall men so very wicked be cheerful, 
and shall I be melancholy ? I feel only the same confinement with 
them, and I think I have more reason to be happy." 

With such reflections I laboured to become more cheerful ; but 
cheerfulness was never yet produced by effort, which is itself painful. 
As 1 was sitting, therefore,' in a corner of the gaol, in a pensive 
posture, one of my fellow-prisoners came up, and, sitting by me, 
entered into conversation. It was my constant rule in life never 
to avoid the conversation of any man who seemed to desire it ; for if 
good, I might profit by his instructions ; if bad, he might be assisted 
by mine. I found this to be a knowing man, of strong unlettered 
sense, but a thorough knowledge of the world, as it is called ; or, more 
properly speaking, of human nature on the wrong side. He asked me 
if 1 had taken cate to provide myself with a bed, which was a 
circumstance I had never once attended to. 

^ '• That’s unfortunate,” cried he, " as you are allowed nothing but 
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srr;i\v, aiul your ajvirlmciu is very large and. cold. However, you 
A strtMu lo In: .sonieihing of a gcnllenian, and as I have been one myself 
in my lime, pari of my bed-clolhes arc heartily at your service.” 

I thanked him. jirofessing my surprise at finding such humanity in a 
gat'l in misfortunes ; adding, lo let him see that I was a scholar, "that 
ihe .‘Jage ancient seemed to understand the value of company in 
affliction, when he said. Ton kosmon aire, ci dos ton ctairon; and, in 
fact," continued I, “ what is the Avorld if it affords only solitude ? ” 

** 'S'oii talk of the world, sir,” returned my fellow-prisoner ; " the 
world is in its dotage, and yet the cosmogon}', or creation of the world, 
has puzzled the philosophers of every age. What a medley of 
o]>inions have they not broached upon the creation of the world/ 

f .Sanchoniathon, Manelho, Berosus, and Ocellus Lucanus, have all 
attempted it in vain. The latter has these words : Anarchon ara kai 

u a/clnfaion lo pan, which implies “I ask pardon, sir,” cried I, 

" fur interrupting so much learning ; but I think I have heard all this , 

before. Have I not had the pleasure of once seeing you at Welbridge 
fair and is not your name Ephraim Jenkinson At this demand he 
^ only sighed. " I suppose you must recollect,” resumed I, " one ^ 

Doctor Primrose, from whom you bought a horse.” ' 

He now at once recollected me, for the gloominess of the place 
and the approaching night had prevented his distinguishing my J 
features before. "Yes, sir,” returned Mr. Jenkinson, “I remember 
you perfectly well ; I bought a horse, but forgot to pay for him. Your J 
neighbour Flamborough is the only prosecutor I am any way afraid of | 
at the next assizes ; for he intends to swear positively against me as a U 
coiner. I am heartily sorry, sir, I ever deceived you, or indeed any J 
man ; for 5'ou see,” continued he, pointing to his shackles, “ what my || 

tricks have brought me to.” J! 

“ Well, sir,” x-eplied I, “ your kindness in offering me assistance, 
when you could expect no return, shall be repaid with my endeavours jj 
to soften or totally suppress Mr. Flamborough’s evidence, and I will ft 
send my son to him for that purpose the first opportunity : nor do I in ^ 
the least doubt but he will comply with my request; and as to my J 
own evidence, you need be under no uneasiness about that. v 

“Well, sir,” cried he, “all the return I can make shall be yours. 

You shall have more than half my bed-clothes to-night, and I II take ^ 
care to stand your friend in the prison, where I think I have some 
influence.” ■ , jV 
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I thanked him, and could not avoid beingf surprised at the present 
youthful change in his aspect \ for at the time I had sOeJn him before 
he appeared at least sixty. • “Sir/* answered hej “you are little 
acquainted with the world. 1 had at that time false hair, and have 
learned the art of counterfeiting every age from seventeen to seventy. 
Ah, sir ! had I but bestowed half the pains in learning a trade, that I 
have in learning to be a scoundrel, I might have been a rich man at 
this day. ' But, rogue as I am, still I may be, your friend, and that, 
perhaps, when you least expect it” 

We were now prevented from further conversation by the arrival of 
the gaoler’s servants, who canie to call over the prisoners’ hames, and 
lock up for the night. A fellow also with a bundle of straw foi* rny 
bed attended^ who led me along a dark narrow passage into a roonl 
paved like the common prison, and in one corner of this I spread my 
bed, and the dothes given me by my fellow-prisoner }' which done/ my' 
cdnduGtoi*/ who was civil enough, bade me a good night After my 
usual meditations, and having praised my heavenly Corrector, I laid 
myself down and slept with the utmost tranquillity until morning. 
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CHAPTER XXVL 

A KEKUKMATION IS THK GAOL— 'TO MAKE LAWS COMPLETE; THEV SHOULD REWARD AS 

WELL AS PUKISH. 

next morning early I was awakened by my 
family, whom I found in tears at my bed-side. The 
gloomy appearance of everything about us, it seems, 
had daunted them. I gently rebuked their sorrow, 
assuring them I had never slept with greater tranquillity, 
and next inquired after, my eldest daughter, who was not 
among them. They informed me that yesterday’s uneasi- 
ness and fatigue had increased her fever, and it was judged proper to 
leave her behind. My next care was to send my son to procure 
a room or two to lodge my family in, as near the prison as conveniently 
could be found. He obeyed, but could only find one apartment, 
which was hired at a small expense for his mother and sisters, the 
gaoler with'humanity consenting to let him and his t^vo little brothers , 
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lie in the prison with me. A bed was therefore prepared for them in 
' a corner of the room, which I thought answered very conveniently. I 
was willing, however, previously to know whether my little children 
chose to lie in a- place which seenied to fright them upon entrance. 

“Well,” cried I,, “my good boys, how do you like your bed ? I 
'hope you are not afraid to lie in this room, dark as it appears.” 

“No, papa,” says Dick; ‘U am not afrmd to lie anywhere where 

YOU are.” 

1 “ And I," says Bill, who \yas yet but four years old, “ love eveiy 
lace best that my papa is in.” 

After this I allotted to each of the family what they were to 
o. My daughter was particularly directed to watch her sister’s 
eclining -health ; my wife was to attend me ; my little boys were 
0 read to me : And as for you-, my son,” continued I, “ it is by the 
abour of your hands we must all hope to be supported. ’ Your, wages 
LS a day-labourer will be. fully sufiident, with proper frugality, to 
naintain us all, and comfortably too. Thou art now sixteen years old, 
ind hast strength,- and it was given thee, my son, for very useful 
)uiposes ; for it must save from famine your helpless, parents and 
amily. Prepare then this evening to look out for work against to 
norrow, and bring home every night what money you earn for our 
support” 

Having thus instructed him, and settled the rest, I walked down to 
the common prison, where I could enjoy more air and room. • But I 
was not long there when the execrations, lewdness, and brutality that 
invaded me on every side, drove me back to my apartment again 
Here I sat for some time pondering upon the strange infatuation of 
wretches who, finding all mankind in open arms against them, were 
labouring to make themselves a future and tremendous enemy. 

Their insensibility excited my highest compassion, and blotted my 
own uneasiness from my mind. It even appeared a duty incumbent 
upon me to attempt to redaim them. I resolved, therefore, once more 
to return, and in spite of their contempt, to give them my advice, and 
conquer them by perseverance. Going therefore among them again, I 
informed Mr. Jenkinson of my design, at which he laughed heartily, 
but communicated it to the rest. The proposal was received with the 
greatest good humour, as it promised to afford a new fund of enter- 
tainment to persons who had now no other resource for mirth but 
what could be derived from ridicule or debauchery 
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I therefore read them a portion of the service, with a loud, unaffected 
fownd my audience perfectly merry upon the occasion. 
IP Lewd wlii.spcrs, groans of contrition burlesqued, winking, and coughing, 
,L alternately e.\citcd laughter. However, I continued with my natural 
jl .‘solemnity to read on, sensible that what I did might amend some, 
but could itself receive no contamination from any. 

X After reading, I entered upon my exhortation, which was rather 
j| calculated at /irst to amuse them than to reprove. I previously observed 
^ that no other motive but their welfare could induce me to this «■ th a t I 
was their fellow-prisoner, and now got nothing by preaching. I was 
sorry, I said, to hear them so very profane ; because they got nothing 
by it, and might lose a great deal : “ For, be assured, my friends,” 
cried I (•' for you are my friends, however the world may disclaim your 
friendship), though you swore twelve thousand oaths in a day, it would 
not put one penny in j'our purse. Then what signifies calling every 
moment upon the devil, and courting his friendship, since you find 
how scurvil}'’ he uses you ? He has given you nothing here, you find, 
but a mouthful of oaths and an empty belly ; and, by the best accounts 
I have of him, he will give you nothing that’s good hereafter. 

“If used ill in our dealings with one man, we naturally go elsewhere. 
Were it not worth -your while, then, just to try how you may like the 
usage of another Master, who gives you fair promises, at least, to come 
to him ? Surely, my friends, of all stupidity in the world, his must be 
the greatest who, after robbing a house, runs to the thief-takers for 
protection. And yet how. are you more wise ? You are all. seeking 
comfort from one that has already betrayed you, applying to a more 
malicious being than any. thief-takei* of th^ all ; for they only decoy 
and then hang you ; but he decoys and hangs, and, what is worst of all, 
will not let you loose after the hangman has done." 

When I had concluded, I received the compliments of my audience, 
some of whom came and shook me by the hand, swearing that I was 
a very honest fellow, and that they, desired my further acquaintance. 

I therefore promised to repeat my lecture next day, - and actually 
conceived some hope of making a reformation here ,■ for it had ever 
been my opinion that .no man was past the hour -of amendment every 
heart lying open to the shafts of reproof, if the archer could but take a 
proper aim. When I had thus satisfied my mind, I went back to my 
apartment, where my wife prepared a frugal me^ while Mr. Jenkinson 
' begged leave to' add his dinner to ours, and partake of the pleasure, as 
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he was kjnd enough to expr^s it, of my conversation. 'He had not 
yet seen my for as they came- to my apartment by a door in 

the narrow passage already described, by this means they avoided the 
common prison. Jenkinson at the first interview, therefore, seemed 
iwt a little struck with the beauty of my youngest daughter, which her 
pensive air contributed to heighten, and my little ones did not pass 
unnoticed. 

" Alas I doctor," cried he, “ these children are too handsome and 
too good for such a place as this." - 

" Wh)*’, Mr. Jenkinson,” replied I, “thank Heaven, my children are 
pretty tolerable in morals ; and if they be good, it matters little for 
the rest.” 

" I fancy, sir,” returned my fellow-prisoneri " that it must give you 
a great comfort to have all this little family about you.” 

“ A comfort ! Mr. Jenkinson,” replied I ; " yes, it is indeed a comfort, 
and I would not be. without them for all the world ; for they can make 
a dungeon seem a palace. There is but one way in this life of 
wounding my happiness, and that is by injuring them.” 

“ I am afraid tlien, sir,” cried he, “ that I am in some measure cul- 
pable ; for I think I see here ” (looking at my son Moses) “ one that 
I have injured, and. by whom I wish to be forgiven.” 

My son immediately recollected his voice and features, though he 
had before seen him in disguise, and taking him by the hand, with a 
smile foigave him. “ Yet,” continued he, “ I can’t help wondering 
at what you could see in my face, to think me a proper mark for 
deception.” 

“ My dear sir," returned the other, “ it was not your face, but your 
white stockings, and the black riband in your hair, that allured me. 
But, no disparagement to your parts, I have, deceived wiser men than 
you in my time ; .and yet with all my tricks the blockheads have been 
too many for me at last,”- 

I suppose," cried my son; •• that the narrative of such a life as yours , 
must be extremely instructive and amusing." 

“ Not much of either,” returned Mr. Jenkinson. “ Those relations 
which describe the tricks and vices only of mankind, by increasing „ 
our suspicion, in life, retard our success. The traveller that distrusts ^ 
every person he meets; and turns back upon the appearance of eveiy 
man that looks like a robber, .seldom arrive.s in time at his journeys J 

end. 
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a bang bought by a general sabscnpdoa* and» when manafactared. sold a 
^ by my appointment; so diat each earned something even* day; a ^ 
^ trine ind^d, b'at safndent to main^n him. q 

Jf I did not stop here, b'ot instituted fines for the punishment of im- ^ 
^ morality, and rewards ibr peatliar industry. Thtts in less than a « 
^ fortnight I had formed them into something social and humane, and 
0 had :^e pleasure of n^armng myself as a legidator, who had brou^t 

? men fiom thdr nadve lerocitv* into ftieadshio and obedience. ^ 

And it were hi^dy to be wfehed diat le^aad\'e power would dtus "h 
direct die law rather to reformation dian severity ; that it would seem ^ 
convinced diat the work of eradicating crimes is not by making 
H' punishments mnuHar. but formidable. Then, instead of our present u 
^ prisons, which find or make men gmlty. which enclose wretches for ^ 


^ nurope, pi:^ces oi peni^^ce ana soutuae. wnere tae accused m^at be 
« attended by such as could give them repentance, if guilty, or new 
•\ motives to virtue, if innocent. And this, but not the increasing /i 


V the life ot another. Against su<h all nature rises in anus, but it is not V 
}[ so c^inst him who steals ray propertj*. Natural law gives me no V 
^ right to take away his life, as by that the horse he steak is as much 5 
Si his property as mine. If. then, I have any right, it must be from a I 
^ compact made benveen us. that he who deprives the other of his horse ^ 
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.{j .siKill »!iV. Hill this is a false compaci ; because no man has a right to 
Iv.iricr his lik*. any more than to take it away, as it is not his own. 
.;| Ami. bfisicles, the compact is imuleqiiatc, and would be set aside even 
•Jt in a rourl of niudern equity, a.s there is a grcatpenalty fora veiy trifling 
W o»:uvtnVnre, .since it i.s flu* belter that two men should live than tliat 
j» «>ne man hhiuild ride. Hut a compact that is false between two men 
(| is etpialiy so between a hundred or a hundred thousand ; for as ten 
■[ millions of circles can never make a scjuate, so the united voice of 
'i' m>*riails cannot lend the .smallest foundation to falsehoodj It is 
jj thus that reason speaks, and untutored nature says the same thing. 
Savaj;es. that arc dirccteil by natural law alone, are very tender 

i of the lives of each other; they seldom shed blood but to retaliate 
former cruelly. 

Uur Saxoii ancestors, fierce as they were in war, had but few ' 
I c.vccutions in times of peace ; and in all commencing governments, that ^ 
tv* have the print of nature still strong upon them, scarce any crime is J 
( held capital. 1 

It is among the citi;:cns of a refined community that penal laws, j 
'■ * which are in the hands of the rich, arc laid upon the poor. Govern- ^ 
ment, while it grows older, seems to acquire the moroseness of age ; ^ 
and as if our properly were become dearer in proportion as it increased, » 
ns if the mure enormous our wealth the more extensive our fears, all 
our possessions are paled iqj with new edicts every day, and hung ft 
round with gibbets to scare every invader. jl 

1 cannot tell whether it is from the number of our penal laws, or the ^ 
licentiousness of our people, that this country should show more | 
convicts in a year than half the dominions of Europe united. Perhaps S 
it is owing to both ; for they mutually produce each other. When by 
indiscriminate penal laws a nation beholds the same punishment % 
affixed to dissimilar degrees of guil.t, from perceiving no distinction in ^ 
the penalty the people are led to lose all sense of distinction in the jl 
crime, and this distinction is the bulwark of all morality: thus tlie A 
multitude of laws produce new vices, and new vices call for fresh ft 

restraints. ^ " J 

It were to be wished, then, that power, instead of contriving new v 
laws to punish vice, instead of drawing hard the cords of society till a » 
convulsion come to burst them, instead of cutting away wretches^ as y 
useless before we have tried their utility, instead of converting ^ 
correction into vengeance, it were to be wished that we tried the ^ 


Cassell's Illustrated Goldsmith. 



restrictive 'arts of government, and made law the protector, but not the 
tyrant, of the people. We should then find that creatures whose souls 
are held as dross only -wanted the hand of a refiner; we should then 
find that wretches, now stuck up for long tortures, lest luxury should 
feel a momentary’' pang, mighty if properly treated, serve to sinew the 
state in times of danger ; that as their faces are like ours, their hearts 
are so too ; that few minds are so base as that perseverance cannot 
amend ; that a man may see his last crime without dying for it ; and 
verj* litde blood will serve to cement our security.* ■ 




CHAPTER XXVIII. 



EAPPtXESS ASD MtSCRV KATKEP. THE RESULT OF PRUDENCE THAN OF VIRTUE IN' THIS 
LIFE J TEMPORAL EVTLS OR FEUCITIES BEING REGARDED BY H^VEN AS THINGS 
MEPXLY IN THEMSELVES IRIFLING, AND UNWORTHY ITS CARE IK THE DISTRIBUTION. 

HAD now been confined more than a fortnight, but 
had not since my arrival been visited by my dear 
^ Olivia, and I gready longed to see her. Having 
communicated my -wishes to my wife, the next morn- 
ing the poor girl entered my apartment leaning on her 
sisters arm. The change which I saw in her countenance 
struck me. The numberless graces that once resided 
there were novr fled, and the hand of Death seemed to have moulded 
everj' feature to alarm me. Her temples were sunk, her forehead was 
tense, and a fatal paleness sat upon her cheek. 

I am glad to see thee, my dear,” cried I ; “but why this dejection, 
Lhy ? 1 hope, my love, you have too great a r^jard for me to 

permit disappointment thus to undermine a life which I prize as my 
own. Be cheerful, child, and we'yet may. see happier days.” 

•• You have ever, sir," replied she, “been kind to me, and it adds to 
my pain that I shall never have an opportunity of sharing that 

ai! t?.e aiCTTi aed regeasoes oa praoas conained ia ihh chaptei withou: hang impnated with their 
arJ pta.a-inK’. » <==* »» adirasxe cf the day. Eves the great heart cf Howard was as yet 
e es^icT cf Esj-A gaslr. whiA he had cct cosiSMseed to visit till seven yean afterwards. "I may 
e Ea.-* ef CariltU. tpeaSaeg cf the — Visar ef Wahc£eld,-* at the iBaaentatioa cf Coldsedth’s in 

v. tiU, “that the priaan seeae ia that e s e el’ent ajval prezeSed eertaialy, and pedtaas suz^ested. 
'r..l£zz ef Hsxrsrd aei Fry." * 
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happiness you promise. Happiness, I fear, is no longer reserved for 
mo ]iere,'and I long to be rid of a place where I have only found 
distress. Indeed, sir, I wish you would make a proper submission to 
Mr. Thornhill : it may in some measure induce him to pity you, and' it 
will give me relief in dying." 

“Never, child,” replied I, “never will I' be brought to acknowledge 
my daughter a prostitute ; for though the w’orld' may look upon your . 
offence with scorn, let it be mine to regard it as a mark of credulity, 
not of guilt. My dear, I am no way miserable in this place, however 
dismal it may seem ; and be assured -that while you continue to bless 
me by living, he shall "'never have my consent to make you more 
wretched by marrying another.” 

After tlie departure of my daughter, my fellow-prisoner, who was by 
at this interview, sensibly enough, expostulated upon my obstinacy 
in refusing a submission which promised to give me freedom. He 
observed, that the rest of my family was not to be sacrificed to the ^ 
peace of one child alone, and she the only one who had offended me. . 
" Beside,” added he, “ I don't know if it be just thus to obstruct the 
union of man and wife, which you do at present, byrefusing to consent ^ 
to a match you cannot hinder, but may render unhappy.” > 

“ Sir,” replied I, “ you are unacquainted with the man that oppresses 
us. 1 am very sensible' that no submission 1 can make could procure J 
me liberty even for an hour. I am told that even in this very room a y 
debtor of his, no later than last year,, died for want. But though J 
, my submission and approbation could transfer me from hence to s 
the most beautiful apartment he is possessed of, yet I would grant j 
neither, as something whispers me that it would be giving a sanction a 
to adultery. While my daughter lives, no other marriage of his shall n 
ever be legal in niy eye. Were 'she removed, indeed, I should be the M 
basest of men, from any resentment of my own, to attempt putting 
asunder those who wished for a union. No ; villain as he is, I should || 
then wish him married, ,to prevent the consequences of his future ^ 
debaucheries. But now should I not be .the most cruel of all fathers to ^ 
sign an instrument which must send my child to the grave, merely to ft 
-avoid a prison myself ; and thus, to escape one pang, break my y 
child’s heart with a thousand ?" -ft 

He acquiesced in the justice of this answer, but could riot avoid ^ 
observing, that he feared my daughter's life vas already too much 
wasted to keep -me long a prisoner. '* However, continued 



















though you rrfuse to submit to the nephew, T hope you have 
no objections to lajdng your case before the uncle, who has the first 
character in the kingdom for ever}n:hing that is just and good. I 
would advise you to send him a letter by the post, intimating all 
his nephew’s ill usage, and, my life for it, that in three days you 
shall have an answer.” I thanked him for the hint, and instantly set 
about complying ; but I wanted paper, and unluckil}'^ all our money 
had been laid out that morning in provisions : however, he supplied 
me. . 

For the three' ensuing days I ^ras. in a state of an,\iety to know 
-what reception my- letter /might meet with ,* but in the meantime was 
frequently solicited by ■■my wife to submit to an)' conditions rather than 
remain here, arid. e'(»er^'' hour received repeated accounts of the decline 
of my daughterV'health. The third day and the fourth arrived, but J 
received no answer to my letter : the complaints of a stranger against 
a favourite nephew were no way likely to succeed ; so that the.se hopes 
soon vanished like all m)' former. My mind, however, still .*!iij)fv>rtctf 
itself tlioiigh confinement anti bad air began to make a visible. 
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alteration in my health, and my arm that had suffered in the fire grew 
worse. My children, however, sat by me, and, while I was stretched 
on *my straw, read to me by turns, or listened and wept at my 
instructions. But my daughter’s health declined faster than mine : 
every message from her contributed to increase my apprehensions and 
, pain. The fifth morning after I had written. the letter which was sent , 
to Sir William Thornhill, I was alarmed witli an account that she was 
speechless. Now.it was that confinement was truly painful to me ; my 
[ soul was bursting from its prison to be near, the pillow of my child, 
to comfort, to strengthen her, to .receive her last wishes, and teach her 
j soul the way to heaven. Another account came — she was expiring, ^ 
1 and .yet I was debarred the small comfort of "^veepirig by her. My 
f fellow-prisoner, some time after, came with the last account. He bade 
^ me be padent — ^she was dead ! .The next morning he returned, and ' 
found me with my two little ones, now my only companions, who were 
^ using all their innocent efforts to comfort me. They entreated to ^ 
read to me, and bade me not to cry, for I was now too pld to weep. 

I “ And is not my sister an angel now, papa ? ” cried the eldest ; “ and 
g why then are you sorry for her ? I wish I were an angel, out of this ^ 
g frightful place, if my papa were with me.” “ Yes,” added my youngest 1 
I darling, “ heaven, where my sister is, is a finer place than this, and \ 
£ there are none but good people there, and the people here are very J 
S bad.” 1 

I Mr. Jenkinson interrupted their harmless prattle, by observing that, j 
I now my daughter was no more, I should seriously think of the rest of i 

I my family, and attempt to save my own life, which was every day | 
ft declining for want of necessaries and wholesome air. He added that J 
I ; It was now incumbent on me to sacrifice any pride or resentment of my 1 
M own to the welfare of tliose who depended on me for support; and { 

^ that I was now, both by reason and justice, obliged to try to reconcile ^ 
« my landlord. 1 

S’ T praised!” replied I, "there is no pride left me now. J 

J I should detest my own heart, if I saw either pride or resentment . 1 
lurking there. On the contrary, as my oppressor has been once my | 
j? parishioner, I hope one day to present him up an unpolluted soul ? 

II ‘T tribunal. No, sir, I have no resentment now; and 

» though he has taken from me what I held dearer than all his treasures, J 
jP though he has wrung my heart, for I am sick almost to fainting, 

^ ver>- sick, my fellow-prisoner, yet that shall never inspire me with 
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vengeance. I am now willing to approve his marriage, and if this 
submission can do him any. pleasure, let him know, that if I have done 
him any injury I am sorry for it.” Mr. Jenkinson took pen and ink, 
c and wrote down my submission nearly as I have expressed it, to 
r which I signed my name. My son was employed to cariy the letter 

[ to Mr. Thornhill, who was then at his seat in the country. He went, 
and in about six hours returned with a verbal answer. He had some 
difficulty, he said, to get a sight of his landlord, as the servants were 
"S insolent and suspicious ; but he accidentally saw him as he was going ■ 
[ out upon business, preparing for his marriage, which was to be in 
^ three days. He continued to inform us that he stepped up in the 
. humblest manner, and delivered the letter, which, when Mr. Thornhill 
! had read,' he said that all submission was now too late and un- 
^ necessary : that he had heard of our application to his uncle, which i 
met with the contempt it deserved : and, as for the rest, that all future ' 
^ applications should be directed to his attorney, not to him. He ^ 

[ observed, however, that as he had a very good opinion of the I 

i discretion of the two young ladies, they might have been the most i 
^ agreeable intercessors. ^ 

j “.Well, sir," said I, -to my fellow-prisoner, “ you now discover the « 
[ temper of the man who oppresses me. He can at once be facetious H 
I and cruel ; but, let him use me as he will, I shall soon be free, in spite ^ 

> of all his bolts to restrain me. I am now drawing towards an abode | 

I tliat looks brighter as I approach it; this expectation .cheers my j 
■' afflictions, and though I leave a helpless family of orphans behind me, w 
i yet they will not be utterly forsaken; some friend, perhaps, will be || 

I found to assist them, for the sake of 'their poor father, and some may ^ 
charitably relieve -them for the sake of .their heavenly Father.’ j| 

Just as I spoke, my wife, whom I had not seen that day before, k 
‘ appeared with looks of- terror, and' making efforts, but unable to 
speak. “ Why, my love,” cried I, " why will you thus increase my U 
afflictions by your own ? 'What though no submissions can turn our ^ 
severe master, though he has doomed me to die in this place of « 
wretchedness, and though we have lost a darling child, yet still jou 
will find comfort in your other children when I shall be no more.’ ^ 

“ We have indeed lost,” returned she, “ a darling cliild 1 My Sophia, | 
my dearest is gone — snatched from us, carried off by ruffians. . , "w 
“ How, madam ! ” cried my fellow-prisoner ; Miss Sophia carried off 

by 'villains ! Sure it cannot be ! ” 
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She could only aiiswei* with a fixed look and a flood of tears. But 
one of the prisoner’s wives, who was present, and. came in with her, 
gave us a more distinct account } she informed usj that as my wife, my 
daughter, and herself were taking a walk together on the great road a 
little way out of the village, a postchaise and pair drove up to tliem, 
and instantly stopped. Upon which a well-dressed man, but not 
Mr. Thornhill, stepping out, clasped my daughter round the waist, 
and, forcing her in, bid the postilion drive on, so that they were out 
of sight in a moment. 

“ Now,” cried I, “ the sum of -my miseries is made up ;■ nor is it in 
the power of anything on earth to give me another pang. What ! 
not one left ! not to leave me one ! the monster ! the child that was 
next my heart 1 she had the beauty of an angel, and almost the wisdom 
of an angel. But support that woman, nor let her fall. Not to leave 
me one ! ” ' “ Alas ! my husband,” said my wife, “ you seem to want 
comfort even more than I. Our distresses are great; but I could 
bear this and more, if I saw you but easy. They may take away my 
children, and all the world, if they leave me but you.” 

My son, who was present, endeavoured to moderate her grief; 
he bade us take comfort, for he hoped that we might still have reason 
to be thankful. “ My child," cried I, “ look round the world, and ’ see 
if there be any happiness left me now. Is not every ray of comfort 
shut out, while all our bright prospects only lie beyond the grave ? ” 
“ My dear father,” returned he, “ I hope tliere is still sometliing that 
will give you an interval of satisfaction, for I have a letter from my 
brother George.” “ What of him, child ? ” interrupted I ; “ does he 
know our misery ? I hope my boy is exempt from any part of what 
his wretched family suffers.” " Yes, sir,” returned he, “ he is perfectly 
gay, cheerful, and happy. His letter brings notliing but good news ; 
he is the favourite of his colonel, who promises to procure him the 
verjf next lieutenancy that becomes vacant.” 

“ And are you sure of all this ? ” cried my wife ; “ are you sure that 
nothing ill has befallen my boy?” "Nothing, indeed, madam,” 
returned my son ; “ you shall see the letter, which will give you the 
highest pleasure : and, if anything can procure you comfort, I am sure 
that will.” “ But are you sure,” still repeated she, “ that the letter is 
from himself, and that he is really so happy ? ” " Yes, madam,” replied 
he, " it is certainly his, and he will one day be the credit and the support 
^ of our family. " Then 1 thank Providence,” cried she, “ that my last 
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letter to liim has miscarried. Yes, my dear," continued she, turning . 
to me, “ I will now confess that though the hand of Heaven is sore 
upon us in other instances, it has been favourable here. By the last 
letter I wrote my son, which was in the bitterness of anger, I desired 
him, upon his mother’s blessing, and if. he had the heart of a man, to 
see justice done his father- and sister, and avenge our cause. But, 
thanks be to Him who directs all tilings, it has miscarried, and 1 
am at rest;” “Woman,” cried I, “thou hast done very ill, and at 
another time my reproaches might have been more severe. Oh ! what , 
a tremendous gulf hast thou escaped, that would have buried both thee 
and him in endless ruin ! Providence, indeed, has here been kinder to 
us tlian we to ourselves. It has reserved that son to be the father and 
protector of my children when I sh^l be away. How unjustly did I ^ 
complain of being stripped of every comfort, when still I hear that he ^ 
is happy, and insensible of our aJBSictions ; still kept in res^e to ^ 
support his widowed mother, and to protect his ^brothers and sisters ! — . J 
But what sisters has he left ? he has no sisters now ; they are all gone, J 
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robbed from me, and I am undone ! ” » Father,” interrupted my son, 

» I beg you will ^ve me leave to read this letter ; I know it will 
please you ” ' Upon which, with my permission, he read as follows : — 

“Honoured Sir,'— 

“ 1 have called off my imagination a few moments from the pleasures that 
surround me, to fix it upon objects that are still more, pleasing — ^tlre dear little fireside at 
home. My fancy draws that harmless group as listening, to every line of tins with great 
composure. ' I view those faces with delight, which never felt the deforming hand of ambition 
or distress. But whatever your happiness may be at homi^ I am sure it will be some additibn 
to it to hear that I am perfectly pleased with my situation, and every way happy here. 

“ Our regiment is countermanded, and is not to leave the kingdom ; tlic colonel, who 
professes himself my friend, takes me with him to all companies where he is acquainted, and, 
after my first visit, I generally find myself lecmved with increased respect upon repeating it. 

1 danced last night with Lady G , and, could I forget you know whom, I might perhaps 

be succcssfuL But it is my fate still to remember others, while 1 am myself forgotten by 
most of my absent friends, and in this number I fear, sir, that I must consider you, for I have 
long expected the pleasure of a* letter from home to no purpose. Olivia and Sophia, too, 
promised to write, but seem to have forgotten me. Tell them that they are two arrant little 
baggages, and that I am at this moment in a most violent passion with them ; yet still, I 
know not how, though 1 want to bluster a little^ my heart is respondent only to softer emotions. 
Then tell them, sir, that after all I love them affectionately ; and be assured of my ever 
remaining 

*Your dutiful Son. 

“ In all our miseries,” cried I, “ what thanks have we not to return, 
that one at least of our family is exempted from what we suffer! 
Heaven be his guard, and keep my boy thus happy, to be the support 
of his widowed mother, and the father of these two babes, which is all 
the patrimony I can now bequeath him ! May he keep their innocence 
from the temptations of want, and be their conductor in the paths of 
honour ! ” I had scarcely said these words, when a noise like that of 
a tumult seemed to proceed from tlie prison below ; it died away soon 
after, and a clanking of fetters was heard along the passage that led to 
my aj)artment. The keeper of the prison entered, holding a man all 
bloody, wounded, and fettered witli the heaviest irons. I looked with 
compassion upon the wretch as he approached me, but with horror 
jt when 1 found it wa.s my own son! ** hly George ! my George ! and 
j| do I bc!iold thee thus ! wounded ! fettered ? Is this thy happiness ? 
V Is ihis the manner you return to me ? Oh, that this siglit would break 
il my heart at once, and let me die I " 

•• Where, sir, is your fortitude ?" returned my son, with an intrepid 
Viv.ce; •' I must suffer : my life is forfeited, and let them take it.” 

I trieil to resimin my pa.ssion for a few minutes in silence, but 


- thoug^ht I should have died* witH the effort. “ Oh, my boy, my heart 
weeps to behold tliee' thus, and I cannot, cannot help it ! In the 
moment that I thought thee blest, and prayed for thy safety, to behold 
thee thus again, chained, wounded I And yet the death of the youthful 
is happy. But I am old, a very old man, and have lived to see this 
day ; to see my children all untimely falling about me, while I continue 
a wretched survivor in the midst of ruin. I • May all the curses that 
ever sunk a soul fall heavy upon the murderer of my children I May 
he live, like me, to see ” 

“ Hold, sir,” replied my son, “or I shall blush for" thee. How, sir ! 
forgetful of your age, your, holy calling, thus to arrogate the justice of 
Heaven, and fling those curses upward that must soon descend to 
crush thy own grey head with destruction ! No,' sir, let it be your care 
now to fit me for that vile death I must shortly suffer, to arm me with 
■ hope and resolution, to give me courage to drink of that bitterness 
which must shortly be my portion.” 

“ My child, you inust not die ! . I am sure no offence- of thine can 
deserve so vile a punishment. My George could never be guilty of 
any crime to make his ancestors ashamed of him.” ^ 

" Mine, sir,” returned my son, " is, I fear, an unpardonable one. ^ 
When I received my mother’s letter from home, I immediately came 
down, determined to punish the betrayer of our honour, and sent him ^ 
an order to meet me, which he answered, not in person, but by I 
dispatching four of his domestics to seize me. I wounded one who j 
first assaulted me, and I fear desperately ,v but the rest made me their j 
prisoner. .The coward is determined to put the law in execution | 
against me ; the proofs are undeniable : I have sent a challenge, and ^ 
as I am the first aggressor upon the statute, I see no hopes of pardon. |j 
But you have often charmed me with your lessons of fortitude ; let me J 
now, sir, find them in your example.” ^ 

“And, my son, you shall find them. I am now raised above this || 
world, and all the pleasures it can produce. From this moment I ^ 
break from my heart all the ties that held it down to earth, and will 
prepare to fit us botli for eternity. Yes, my son, I will point out the J 
way, and my soul shall guide yours in the ascent, for we will take our y 
flight together. I now see and am convinced you can e.\'pcct no jf 
pardon here, and I can only exhort you to seek it at that greatest ^9 
tribunal where we both shall shortly answer. But let us not be Jl 
niggardly in our exhortations, but let all our fellow-prisoners have 
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share. Good gaoler, let them be permitted to stand here, while I 
attempt to improve them.” Thus sajnng, I made an efifort to rise 
from my straw, but wanted strength, and Avas able only to recline 
against the wall. The prisoners assembled themselves according to 
^ my directions, for diey loved to hear my counsel ; my son and his 
mother supported me on either side ; I looked and saw that none were 
ft wanting, and dien addressed them with die following exhortation. _ 



CHAPTER XXIX. 


The equal PEALIXGS of PROinDEXCE demoxstrated vhth regard to the happy 
AND THE MISERARLE HERE BELOW. THAT FROM THE NATURE OF PLEASURE AND 
PAIN. THE WRETCHED MUST BE REPAID THE BALANCE OF THEIR SUFFERINGS IN THE 
LIFE HERFJVFTER. 


i ^ 


friends, my children, and fellow-sulferers. when I 
reflect on the distribution of good and evil, here 
below, I find that much has been given man to 
enjoy, yet still more to suffer. Though we should 
examine the whole world, we shall not find one man so 
happy as to have nothing left to wish for ; but we daily see 
thousands who by suicide show us they have nothing left 

f t j hope. In this life, then, it appears that we cannot be entirely blest ; 
but yet wc may be completely miserable. 

“ Why man should thus feel pain ; why our wretchedness should be 
L requisite in the formation of universal felicity ; why, when all other 
.systems arc made perfect by the perfection of their subordinate parts, 
the great system should require for its perfection parts that are not 
If only subordinate to others, but imperfect in themselves — these are 
ipiestions that never can be explained, and might be useless if known, 
d (.)n this subject Providence has thought fit to elude our curiosity, 
jl siiisfied with granting us motives to consolation. 

"In this situation, man has called in the 'friendly assistance of 
ii phiiMsophy ; aiul Heaven, .seeing the incapacity of that to console him, 

J,. h.is given him the aid of religion. The consolations of philosophy are n 

.'I • 1 r. _ f 11 • 1 . . ..i . y Vj 
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v-ry .'imnsing. but often fallacious. It tells us that life is filled with 
rnfor;>.. if we will but enjoy them: ami on the other hand, that 
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though we unavoidably have miseries -here, life is short, and they will 
soon be over. Thus do these consolations destroy each other ; for' if 
life is a place of comfort, its shortness must be misery ; and if 
it be long, our griefs are protracted. Thus philosophy is weak ; but 
religion comforts in a higher strain. - Man is here, it' tells us, fitting up- 
his mind, and preparing it for another abode. When the good man 
leaves the body, and is all a glorious mind, he will find he has been 
making himself a heaven of happiness here.; while the wretch that' 
has been maimed and contaminated by his vices shrinks from his body 
with terror, and finds that he has ' anticipated the vengeance of 
Heaven. To religion, then, we must- hold in every circumstance of 
life for our truest conifort for, if already we are happy, it is a pleasure 
to think that we can make that happiness unending ; and, if we are 
miserable, it is very consoling to think that there is a place of rest. 
Thus, to the fortunate, religion holds out a continuance of bliss ; to the 
wretched, a change from pain, ' ^ . 

“ But though religion is very kind to all men, it has promised 
peculiar rewards to the unhappy ; the sick, the naked, the houseless, 
the heavy-laden, and the- prisoner, have ever most frequent promises 
in our sacred law, The Author of our religion everywhere professes 
himself the wretch’s friend ; and, unlike the false ones of this world, 
bestows all his caresses upon the forlorn, The unthinking have 
censured this as partiality, as a preference without merit to deserve it. 
But they never reflect, that it is not in the power even of Heaven 
itself to make the offer of unceasing felicity as great a gift to the happy 
as to the miserable. To the first, eternity is but a single blessing, 
since, at most, it but increases what they already possess. To the 




nyi since, ni most, it out increases wnac tney already possess. 1 o the 
U latter, it is a double advantage ; for it diminishes their pain here and 
U rewards them with heavenly bliss hereafter. 

W “ But Providence is in anotlier respect kinder to the poor than to 
If the rich ; for as it thus makes the life after death more desirable, so it 
smooths the passage there. The wretched have had a long familiarity 
with c\er^ face of terror The man of sorrow lays himself quietly 
down, with no possessions to regret, and but few ties to stop his 
V departure ; he feels only nature’s pang in the final separation, and this 
is no w.ay greater than he has often fainted under before; for, after a 
ct:rtain degree of pain. evcr>' new breach that death opens in the 
Ciinstituiion, nnUirc kindly covers with insensibility. 

“Thus i’n.vi.lence h.as given to the wretched two advantages over 
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the happy in this life — greater felicity in dying, and in heaven all that 
superiority of pleasure which arises from contrasted enjoyment. And 
this superiority, my friends, is no small advantage, and seems to be 
one of the pleasures of the poor man in the parable ; for tliough he 
was "already in heaven, and felt all the raptures it could give, yet it was 
mentioned as an addition to his happiness, that he had once been 
wretched, and now was comforted ; that he had known what it was 
to be miserable, and now felt what it was to be happy. 

“ Thus, my friends, you see religion does what philosophy could 
never do : it shows the equal dealings of Heaven to the happy 
and the unhappy, and levels all human enjoyments to nearly the same 
standard. It gives to both rich and poor the same hapipiness hereafter, 
and equal hopes to aspire after it ; but if the rich have the advantage 
of enjo3'ing pleasure here, the poor have the endless satisfaction of 
knowing what it was once to be miserable, when crowned with endless 
fclicit}' hereafter; and even though this should be called a small 
advantage, ybt, being an eternal one, it must make up by duration 
what the temporal happiness of tlie great may have exceeded by 
intenseness. 

" These are, therefore, the consolations which the wretched have 
peculiar to tliemselves, and in which they are above the rest of man- 
kind ; in other respects they are below them. I'hey who would know 
the miseries of the poor must see life and endure it To declaim on 
the temporal advantages they enjoy, is only repeating what none either 
believe or practise. The men who have the necessaries of living are 
not poor; and they who Avant them must be miserable. Yes, my 
friends, we must be miserable. No vain efforts of a refined imagina- 
tion can soothe the -wants of nature, can give elastic sweetness to' the 
dank vapour of a dungeon, or ease to the throbbings of a broken 
heart. Let the philosopher from his couch of softness tell us that Ave 
can resist all these. ' Alas ! the effort by which we resist them is still 
the greatest pain. Death is slight^ and any man may sustain it ; but 
torments are dreadful, and these no man can endure. 

“ To us, then, my friends, the promises of happiness in heaven 
should be peculiarly dear, for if our reward be in this life alone, Ave 
are, indeed, of all men the most miserable. When I look round these 
gloomy walls, made to terrify, as well as to confine us ; this light, that 
only serves to show the horrors of the place; those shackles, that * 
tyranny has imposed, or crime made necessary ; Avhen I survey diese ^ 
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emaciated looks, and hear those groans ; — oli, niy friends, what a 
glorious exchange would heaven be for these ! To fly through regions 
unconfined as air — to bask in the sunshine of eternal bliss— to carol 
over endless hymns of praise — to have no master to threaten or insult 
us, but the form of Goodness himself for ever in our eyes ; when 
I think of these things, death becomes the messenger of very glad 
tidings ; when I think of these things, his sharpest arrow becomes the 
staff of my support J when I think of these things, what is there in life 
worth having ? when I think of these .things, what is there tliat should 
not be spurned away ? Kings in their palaces should groan for such 
advantages ; but we, humbled as we are, should yearn for them. 

“ And shall these things be ours ? Ours they will certainly be, if 
II we but try for them ; and what is a comfort, we are shut out from 
many temptations that would retard our pursuit Only let us try for 
them, and they will certainly be ours ; , and what is still a comfort, 
shortly too ; for if we look back on a , past life, it appears but a very 
short span ; arid whatever we may think of the rest of life, it will yet 
be found of less duration ; as we grow -older, the days seem to grow 
shorter, and our intimacy Avith time ever lessens the perception of his 
slay. Then let us take comfort now, for we .shall soon be at our 
journey’s end; Ave shall soon lay down the heavy burden laid by 
Heaven upon us ; and though death, the only friend of the Avretched, 
for a little Avhile mocks the Aveary traveller Avith the vieAV, and, like the 
horizon, still flics before him, yet the time will certainly and .shortly 
come when Ave shall cease from our toil ; Avhen the luxurious great 
ones of the Avorld shall no more tread us to the earth ; Avhen Ave shall 
think Avith pleasure of our sufferings below ; Avhen avc shall be sur- 
rounded with all our friends, or such as deserved our friendship ; when 
our bliss shall be unutterable, and still, to croAvn all, unendin/r.” 
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CHAPTER XXX.- 

HAPPIER PROSPECTS BEGIN TO APPEAR.—LET US BE INFLEXIBLE, AND FORTUNE WILL 

AT LAST CHANGE IN OUR FAVOUR. 

I had thus finished, and my audience was 
retired, the gaoler, who was one of the most humane 
^ of his profession, hoped I would not be displeased, 
^ what he did was but his duty ; observing, that he 
must be' obliged to remove my son into a stronger cell, 
but that he should be permitted to visit me every morn- 
ing. I thanked him for his clemency, and grasping my 
boy’s -hand, bade him farewell, and be mindful of the great duty that 
was before him. • ' 

I again therefore laid me down, and one of my little ones sat by my 
bed'side reading, when Mr. Jenkinson, entering, informed me that 
there ’was news of my daughter; for that she was seen' by a person, 
about two hours before, in a strange gentieman's company, and that 
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they had. stopped at a neighbounng village for refreshriienti and 
seemed as if returning to town. He had scarcely delivered diis.n.ew^ 
when the gaoler caihe, with -looks of haste and' pleasure, to inform me 
that my daughter, was found ! - Moses came running in a moment 
after, crying out that his sister Sophy was below, and coming up witli 
our old friend Mr. Burchell. 

ft Just as he delivered this news my dearest girl entered, and, with 
^ looks almost wild with pleasure, ran to kiss me in a transport of affec- 
^ tion. Her mother s tears and silence also showed her pleasure. 

U “ Here, papa,” cried the charming girl,' “ here is the brave m^ to. 
^ whom I owe' my deliver^' ; to this gentleman’s intrepidity I am indebted 

5 for my happiness and safety r” A kiss from Mr. Burchell, whose 

^ pleasure seemed even greater than hers, interrupted what she was going 
^ to add. 

» “ Ah, hlr. Burchell 1" cried I, “ this is but a wretched habitation you 

4 ^ now find us in ; and we are now very different from- what you last saw 

11 us. You were ever our friend : we have long discovered our errors with 
I regard to you, and repented of our ingratitude. After the vile usage 
you then received at my hands, I am almost ashamed to behold your , 
face ; yet I hope you’ll forgive me, as 1 was deceived by a base, 
ungenerous wretch, who under the mask of friendship has undone me.” 

" It is impossible,” replied Mr. Burchell, “ that I should forgive you, 
as you never deserved my resentment. I partly saw your delusion 
then, and, as it was out of my power to restrain, I could only pity it.” 

"It was ever my conjecture," cried I, " that your mind was noble ; 
but now I find it so. But tell me, my dear child, how hast thou been 
relieved, or who the ruffians were that carried thee away.” 

“ Indeed, sir,” replied she, “as to the villain who carried me off I 
am yet ignorant For as my mamma and I were walking out he came 

f behind us, and almost before I could call for help, forced me into the 
po.st‘chaisc, and in an instant the horses drove away. I met several 
^ on the road to whom I cried out for assistance, but they disregarded 
;r my entreaties. In the meantime the ruffian himself used every art to 
ft hinder me from crying out ; he flattered and threatened me by turns, 
^ and .swore that if I continued but silent he intended no harm. In the 
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caUcU oul lo him by name, and entreated his help. I repeated my 
^ exclamation several times, upon which, with a very joud voice, he 
•J hade the postilion stop ; but the boy took no notice, but drove on 
A' with still greater .speed. I now thought he could never overtake us, 
* when in le.ss than a minute I .saw Mr. Burchell come running up by 
the side of the horses, and with one blow knock the postilion to the 
ground. The horsas, when he was fallen, soon stopped of themselves, 
and the ruffian stepping out, with oaths and menaces, drew his sword, 
and ordered him, at his peril, to retire; but Mr. Burchell, running up, 
shivered his sword to pieces, and then pursued him for near a quarter 
} of a mile ; but ho made his escape. I was by .this time come out 
myself, willing to ajssist my deliverer ; but he soon returned to me in 
trium])h. The postilion, who was recovered, was going to make his 
escape too : but Mr. Burchell ordered him, at his peril, to mount again, 
and dri\'c back to town. Finding it impossible to resist, he reluctantly 
complied, though the wound he had received seemed to me at least to 
be dangerous. He continued to complain of the pain as we drove 
along, so that he at last excited Mr. Burchell's compassion ; who, at 
my request, c.\changcd him for another at an inn where we called on i 
our return.” 

“Welcome, then,” cried I, “my child ! and thou her gallant deliverer, 
a thousand welcomes ! Though our cheer is but wretched, yet our , 
hearts are ready to receive you. And now, Mr. Burchell, as you have 
delivered my girl, if you think her a recompense, she is yours : if you 
can stoop to an alliance with a family so poor as mine, take her; obtain ; 
her consent, as- 1 know you have her heart, and you have mine. And | 
let me tell you, sir, that I give you- no small treasure ; she has been c 
celebrated for beauty, it is tnie ; but that is not my' meaning : I give | 
you a treasure in her mind.” 1 

“ But I suppose, sir,” cried Mr. Burchell, " that you are apprised H 
of my circumstances, and of my incapacity to support her as she | 
deserves ? ” 

“ If your -present objection," replied I, “ be meant as an evasion of fj 
my offer, I desist ; but I know no man so worthy to deserve her as J 
you; and if I could- give her tliousands, arid thousands sought her V 
from me, yet my honest, brave Burchell should be my dearest choice ! jr 
To all this his silence alone ^eemed to give a mortifying refusal ; 
and, -without the least reply to my offer, he demanded if he could not J 
be furnished with refreshments from the next inn ; to which, being ^ 
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answered in the affirmative, he ordered them to send in llic hesi 
dinner that could be provided upon such short notice. He be.cp.ljc 
also a dozen of their best wine, and some cordials for me ,* atldlmr. 
with a smile, that he would stretch a little for once ; and thou.crh in a 
prison, lie was never better disposed to be merry. The waiter S'>.»n 
made his appearance with preparations for dinner ; a table was lent 
us by the gaoler, who seemed remarkably assiduous ; the wine w.is 
disposed in order, and two verj*’ well-dressed dishes were brou.i^hi in. 

My daughter had not j'ct heard of her poor brother's melancholy 
situation, and we all seemed unwilling to damp her cheerAifness by lint 
relation. But it was in vain that I attempted to appear cheerful, the 
circumstances of my' unfortunate son broke through all efforts f.i 


dissemble ; so that I was at last obliged to damp our mirth by reining 
his misfortunes, and wishing he might be permitted to .share with us in 


.... permitted 

this little interval of satisfaction. After mv guests wore recovered « 
from the consternation my account had produced, I requested also ih.»t .>7 


Mr. Jenkinson, a fellow-prisoner, might be admitted: and tin; g.vKr 

tission. The clinl;itj;; J 


.c 


[9 granted my request with an air of tiimsiial sirbinissi 

of my son’s irons was no .sooner heard along the passage than hr 
sister ran impatiently to meet him; while Mr. Burchell, in tfur m*an 
time, asked me if my son’s name were (Jeorge ; to which r-'j)Iyi:»g in t 
the affirmative, he still continued .silent. As snf/n as my b"y f-ni'-fe d 
the room I could perceive he reg.irded .Mr. Hiirchell wJta .i l-v,!; of .j 
astonishment and reverence. “ C<mie <‘n." crictl I, *' tny ■-••n ; t};r-::"h 
we arc fallen very low, yet Providence has been p!c.»’-< d :»» g.'.i'’: u; 
some small relaxation from pain. 'I’hy sister is n>,iM.-r..l t • r.. .r: : 
there is her deliverer; to that brave man it is tW.ii I a:n i:‘.d- !>:> 1 f r 
U yet having a daughter: give him. my buy. the hand of frivn: 

dcsjcrves our warme.st gmlitudc.” ■ 

w Itlj' .son .seemed all this while reg.irdk- . . I -v:. -r : , 

H continued fixed at a re.speclfiil diMance. '• .My ihr-s: b' > *' ■ j 

ft sister, "why don't you ih:mk my ♦!••!!%'< :cr ' • ' ,? 

ever love each other." •} 

lie still continued his sMc.'jCv: an-! .in:-' - h;!*.-. . : • ‘ ■ j 

last perceived himself t*« belnfWn ;e;i: .i-. 


4 

■ / 


dc'*ircd my •-<»!» i«» ronu* Ae w.jr.! 
so truly m.vc-'tir. .f. th.v .li." h 
i:rf.»te''t Oiii»‘«:t in th-* e-'w-r.'. 
1* m:m ‘ tre-..;!;!!':.; v. -di 

t'V 


Xr 


- J 


i i 


:» 

T 








* 

ri* «,»«* ab*'. ‘vj 
* * 


CassclFs Ilhtsiraf-cd Qoldsutith, 



rrood man that comes to* relieve it. After he had regarded my soJt for 
some time with a - superior air, “ I again find,” said ho, " unthinking 

boy, that the same crime But here he was interrupted by one 

of the gaoler’s servants, who came to. inform us that a person of 
distinction, who had driven into town with a chariot and several 
attendants, sent his respects to the gentleman that was with us, and 
be^ed to know when he should think proper to be waited upon. 
" Bid the fellow wait,” cried our guest, “ fill I shall have leisure to 
receive him : ” and then turning, to my son, “ I again find, sir,” 
proceeded he, " that you are guilty of the same offence for which you 
once had my reproof, ‘and for which the law is now preparing its justest 
punishments. You imagine, perhaps, that a contempt for your own 
life gives you a right to take that of another : but where, sir, is the 
difference between the duellist, who hazards a life of no value, and the 
murderer, who acts with greater security ? Is it any diminution of the 
gamester’s fraud when he alleges that he has staked a counter ? ” 

(I " Alas, sir ! ” cried I, “ whoever you are, pity the poor misguided 
11 creature ; for what he has done was in obedience to a deluded mother, 
- who, in the bitterness of her resentment, required him, upon her 
blessing, to avenge her quarrel. Here, sir, is the letter, which will 
serve to convince you of her imprudence, and ‘diminish his guilt.” 

He took the letter, and hastily read it over. “ This,” said he, 
though not a perfect excuse, is such a palliation of his fault as induces 
me to forgive him. And now, sir,” continued he, kindly taking my 
son by the hand, " I see you are surprised at finding me here ; but 1 
have often visited prisoi^s upon occasions less interesting. I am now 
come to sec justice done a worthy man, for whom 1 have the most 
l| sincere esteem. I have long been a disguised spectator of thy father’s 
^ benevolence. I have at his little dwelling enjoyed respect uncon- 
Y laminated by llailery, and have received that happiness which courts 
could not give, from the amusing simplicity round his fire-side. My 
jl nephew has been apprised of my intention of coming here, and I find 
T is arrived; it would be wronging him and you to condemn him 
((. without examination ; if there be injury, there shall be redress ; and 
this I may say without boasting, that none have ever taxed the 
|J injustice of .Sir William Thornhill." 

« Wi: now found that the personage whom we had so long entertained 
‘V! conujanion, was no other than the celebrated 

I'liV ‘I'hornhill, to whose virtues and singularities scarcely any 
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-were strangers. Tlic poor Mr. Burchell was in reality a man of large 
fortune and great interest, to whom senates listened with applause, 
and whom parly heard with conviction ; who was the friend of his • 
countr}*, but loyal to his king. My poor wife, recollecting her former 
familiarity, seemed to shrink with apprehension ; but Sophia, who a 
few moments before thought him her own, now perceiving the immense 
distance to wliich ho was removed by fortune, was unable to conceal 
her tears. 

“ Ah, sir ! ” cried my wife,. with' a piteous aspect “how is it possible 
that I can ever have )'Our foigiveness ? the slights you .received from 
me the last time I had the honour of seeing you at our house, and the 
jokes which I so audaciously threw out — these, sir, I fear, can never , 
be forgiven.” 

“ My dear good ladjt”- returned he, with a smile, “ if you had your 
joke, I had my answer. I’ll leave it to all the company if mine were 
not as good as yours. To say the*trulhi I know nobody whom I am < 
disposed to be angry with at present but the fellow who so frightened 
my little girl here. • I had not even time to examine the rascal’s person 
so as to describe him in an advertisement. Can you tell me, Sophia, ^ 
my dear, whether you should know him again ? ” 

“Indeed, sir,” replied she, “I cannot be positive; yet, now I 
recollect, he had a large mark over one of his eyebrows.” " I ask ^ 
pardon, madam,” interrupted Jenkinson, who ^vas by, “ but be so good | 
as to inform me if the fellow wore his own red hair.” “Yes, I think ’ 
so,” cried Sophia. “ And did your honour,” continued he, turning to ; 
Sir William, “observe the- length of his legs ? ” - “ I can’t be sure of 
their length,” cri6d the baronet; “but I am convinced of their swift- c 
ness ; for he outran me, which is what I thought few men in the king- | 
dom could have done.” “Please your honour,” cried Jenkinson, “1 J 
know the man ; it is certainly the same; the best runner in England; ^ 
he has beaten Pinwire, of Newcastle*; Timothy Baxter is his name . 

I know him perfectly, and the very place of his retreat this moment 
If your, honour will bid Mr. Gaoler let two df his men go with me, I II 
engage to produce him to you in an hour at farthest’’ Upon thjs the I 
gaoler was called, who instantly appearing. Sir William demanded if | 
he knew him. "Yes, please your honour,” replied. the gaoler, i j 
know Sir William Thornhill well; and eveiybody that knows any- ^ 
■thing of. him will desire to know more' of him.” “Well, th^, sai & 
the baronet “ my request is, that you wiU permit this man and two of^ 
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^ your servants to go upon a message by my autiiorit}', and as I am in 
^ the commission of the peace, I undertake to secure you.” "Your 
promise is sufncient,” replied die other; “ and you may, at a minute's 
warning, send them over England whenever your honour diinks fit.” 

In pursuance of the gaolers compliance, Jenkinson was dispatdi^ 
in pursuit of Timothy Baxter, while we were amused with the 
assiduitj' of our youngest boy. Bill, who had just come in and climbed 
up to Sir Wiliiam's neck in order to kiss him.' His modier was 
immediatdj- going to chastise his femiliarity, but the wordiy man 
prevented her ; and taking die diild. all ragged as he was, upon his 
knee. "What, Bill, you chubby rogue I” cried he; "do you remember 
;l your old friend Burchdl ? And Ditdr, top. my honest veteran, are you 
here ? you shall find I have not forgot you.” So sapng, he gave each 
a large piece of gingerbread, whidi the poor fdlows ate very heartily, 
as they had got that morning but a verj* scan^* breakfast. 

^ We now sat down to dinner, whidi was almost cold ; but previously, 

U my arm still continuing painful. Sir W illiam wrote a prescription, for 
he had made die study of pfijmc his amusement^ and was more dian 
moderately skilled in the profession : this being sent to an apothecarj*, ^ 
lived in the place, my arm was dressed, and I fouiid almost ^ 
II iristantaneous rdief. W e were waited upon at dinner by the gaoler 
himself who was willing to do our guest all the honour in his power. 

But before we had well dined, another message was brought from his 
- desiring permission to appear, in order to vindicate his 

inn^^nce and honour; with which request the baronet complied, and 
li desired Mr. Thornhill to be introduced. 
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I object that as a crime which his repeated instructions alone have % 

V persuaded me to 'avoid ? ” . . } 

ij; “Your rebuke,” cried Sir William, is just ; you have acted in this 1 1 
4 instance prudently and well, though' not quite as your father would »-j ' 
K have done ; my brother, indeed, was the soul of honour, but thou • * 

^ yes, you have acted in this instance perfectly right,, and it has my < ! 

^ warmest approbation.” . | 

I " And I hope,” sdd his nephew, “ that the rest of my conduct will j ^ 

^ not be found to deserve censure. I appeared, sir, wiiii this gentle- ^ ■ 

^ man’s daughter at some places of public amusement ; thus, what \vas } . 
levity, scandal called by a harsher name, and it was reported. that I Sj 
had debauched her. I waited on her father in person, willing to dear T 
M the thing to his satisfaction, and he received me only with insult and 
& abuse. As for the rest, with regard to his being here, my attorney ^ 
« and steward can best inform you, as 1 commit the management of 5 
^ business entirely to them. If he has contracted debts, and is unwilling, M 
Q or even unable, to pay them, it is their business to proceed in this » 
H manner ; and I see no hardship or injustice in pursuing the most legal - j) 
& means of redress.” . ^ 

w “If this,” cried Sir William, “be as you have stated it, there y 
is nothing unpardonable in your offences ; and though your conduct ^ i 
^ might have .been more generous in not suffering this gentleman 4 1 
i'j to be oppressed by subordinate tyranny, yet it has been at least ^ 
S equitable.” J 

"He cannot contradict a single particular,” replied the squire; “I ^ 
u defy him to do so, and several of my servants are ready to attest what u 
I say. Thus, sir,” continued he, finding that I was silent, for in fact I 
n could not contradict him ; " thus, sir, my own innocence is vindicated : ^ 
U but though at your entreaty I am ready to forgive this gentleman ^ 
Y** <i''cry other offence, yet his attempts to lessen me in your esteem excite ^ 
a resentment that I cannot govern ; and this, too, at a rime when his 
sou was actually preparing to take away my life : this. I say, was such Ji 
ff guilt that I am determined to let the law take its course. I have here a 
the challenge that was sent me, and two witnesses to prove it ; one of ^ 

V «'>■ servants has been wounded dangerously ; and even though my v 
uncle himself should dissuade me, which 1 know he will not, yet I will ft 

fi public justice done, and he shall suffer for it.” ^ 

"Thou inonster!" cried my wife, "hast thou not had vengeance 

V ouMigii .tirt-ady. but must my poor boy feel thy cruelty? I hope ^ 
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,<f that good Sir William will protect us, for my son is as innocent as a 
child ; I am sure he is, and never did harm to man.” 

"Madam,* replied the good man, “your wishes for his safety are 
not greater than mine ; but I am sorry to find his guilt too plain ; and 

if my nephew persists " But the appearance of Jenkinson and the 

gaoler's two sen^ants now called off our attention, who entered hauling 
in a tall man, very genteelly dressed, and answering the description 
already given of the ruffian who had carried off my daughter, 

" Here," cried Jenkinson, pulling him in, “here we have him : and, 
if ever there was a candidate for Tyburn, this is one.” 

The moment Mr. Thornhill perceived the prisoner, and Jenkinson, 
who had him in custody, he seemed to shrink backward with terror. 
His face became pale with conscious g^ilt, and he would have with- 
drawn ; but Jenkinson, who perceived his design, stopped him. 
"What! squire,” cried he, “are you ashamed of your two old ac- 
quaintances, Jenkinson and Baxter 1 But this is the way that all 
great men forget their friends, though I am resolved we will not 
forget you. Our prisoner, please your honour,” continued he, turning 
to Sir William, “ has already confessed all. This is the gentleman 
reported to be so dangerously wounded ; he declares that it was Mr. 
Thornhill who first put him upon this affair ; that he gave him the 
clothes he now wears to appear like a gentleman, and furnished him 
with the post-chaise. The plan was lafd between them that he should 
carry off the young lady to a place of safety, and that there he should 
threaten and terrify her ; but Mr, Thornhill was to come in in the 
meantime, as if by accident, to her rescue, and that they should fight 
awhile, and then he was to run off, by which Mr. Thornhill would have 
the better opportunity of gaining her affections himself under the 
character of her defender.” 

Sir William remembered the coat to have been frequently worn by 
his nephew, and all the rest tlie prisoner himself confirmed by a more 
circumstantial account; concluding, that Mr. Thornhill had often 
declared to him that he was in love with both sisters at the same time. 

“ Heavens ! ” cried Sir William, “ what a viper have I been fostering 
in my bosom ! And so fond of public justice, too, as he seemed to be ! 
But he shall have it — secure him, Mr. Gaoler— yet hold, I fear there 
is no legal evidence to detain him.” 

Upon this, Mr. Thornhill, with the utmost humility, entreated that 
two such abandoned wretches might not be admitted as cvidenccs^^ 
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against him; but that his servants should be examined. “Your 
servants!" replied Sir William; “ wretch Icall them yours no longer; 
but come, let us hear what those fellows have to say ; let his butler be 

called.” ^ • 

When the butler was introduced, he soon perceived by his former 
master’s looks that all his power was now over. “ Tell me,” cried 
Sir William, sternly, “have you ever seen your master and that 
.fellow dressed up in his clothes in company together ? “ Yes, 

please your honour,” cried the buder, “ a thousand times ! he was 
the man that always brought him his ladies.” “ How I interrupted 
young Mr. Thornhill, “this to .my face?” “Yes,” -replied the 
isutler; “or to any man’s face. To tell you a truth. Master 
Thornhill, I never either .loved you or liked 'you, and I don’t 
care if I tell you now a piece of my mind.” “Now. then,” cried 
Jenkinson, “tell his honour whether you know anything of me.” 
“I can’t say,” replied the butler,, “that I know much good of you. 
The night that gentleman’s daughter was deluded to our house, you 
were one of them.” “ So, then,” cried Sir William, “ I find you have 
brought a very fine witness to prove your innocence ; thou stain to 
humanity 1 to associate with such wretches ! But,” continuing his 
examination, “ you tell me, Mr. Butler, that this was the person who 
brought him this old gentleman’s daughter.” “ No, please your 
honour,” replied the butler, "he did not bring her, for the squire 
himself undertook that business : but he brought the priest that pre- 
tended to marry them.” 

" It is but too true,” cried Jenkinson ; “ I cannot deny it ; that was 
the employment assigned to me ; and I confess it to my confusion.” 

U *' Good Heavens !” exclaimed the worthy baronet, “how every new 
^ discovery of his villany alarms me ! All his guilt is now too plain, and 
^ I find his present prosecution was dictated by tyranny, cowardice, and 
revenge : at my request, Mr. Gaoler, set this young officer, now your 
/j, prisoner, free, and trust to me for the consequences. I’ll make it my 
H business to set the affair in a proper light to my friend the magistrate 
jj. who has committed him. But where is the unfortunate youi^ lady 
herself ? Let her appear, to confront this wretch ; I long to know by 
what arts he has seduced her. Entreat her to come in Where is 
she?" 

“Ah! sir." said I. “that quc.slion stings me to the heart; I was 
once indeed happy in a tlaughicr, but her miseries " 
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interruption here prevented me ; for vho should make her appearance 
but Miss Arabella W’ilmot, vrho \ras the next da}^ to have been married 
to 3klr. Thornhill. Nothing could equal her surprise a;t seeirig Sir jj 
William and his nephew here before her ; for her arrival was quite 
accidental. It happened that she and the old gentleman, her father, « 
were passing through the town, on their way to her aunt’s, who had % 
(I insisted that her nuptials with Mr. Thornhill should be consummated | 
} at her house : but, stopping for refreshment, they put up at an inn at 1 
the other end of the town. It was there, from tiie window, that the ^ 
^ young lady happened to observe one of my littie boj'S playing in the jj 
Street, and, instantiy sending a footman to bring the child to her, she ^ 
^ learnt from him some account of our misfortunes, but was still kept ^ 
ignorant of young hir. Thornhill’s bring the cause. Though her 
father made several remonstrances on the impropriety of her going 
to a prison to visit us, yet they were ineffectual ; she desired the child 
to conduct her, which he did : and it was thus she surprised us at a 

i T juncture so unexpected. 

I Nor can I go on without a reflection on those accidental meetings, i) 
^ which, though they happen every day, seldom excite our surprise but 
upon some extraordinary^ occasion. To what a fortuitous concurrence 
^ do we not owe cv^ry pleasure and convenience of our lives ! How 
^ many seeming accidents must unite before we can be clothed or fed 1 
w The peasant must be disposed to labour, the shower must fall, the 
M wind fill the merchant’s sail ; or numbers must want the usual supply. It 
S’ We all continued silent for some moments, while my charming pupil, ^ 
Jt which was the name I generally gave this young lady, united in her 
.w looks compassion and astonishment, which gave new finishing to her 
(T beauty. “ Indeed, my dear Mr. Thornhill,” cried she to the squire, 
h who she supposed was come here to succour and not to oppress us, “ I 
^ lake it a little unkindly that you should come here without me, or never 
js inform me of the situation of a family so dear to us both ; you know I 
should take as much pleasure in contributing to the relief of my 
jf reverend old master here, whom I shall ever esteem, as you can. But 
d I find that, like your uncle, you take a pleasure in doing g^od in secret." 

V “He find pleasure in doing good!” cried Sir William, interrupting 
her : " no, my dear, his pleasures are as base as he is. You 
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prisoiii And the eldest son into fetterS) bec&use lie hnd the courage to 
face her betrayer ! And give me leave, madam, now to congratulate 
you upon an escape from the embraces of such a monster,” 

“ Oh, goodness !” cried the lovely girl, “how have I been deceived ! 
Mr- Thornhill informed me, for certain, that this gentleman’s, eldest 
son. Captain Primrose, was gone off to America with his new-married 
lady.” 

“ hly sweetest miss,” cried my wife, “ he has told you nothing but 
falsehoods. My son George never left the kingdom, nor ever was. 
married. Though you have forsaken him, he has always loved you 
too well to tliink of anybody else : and I have heard him' say he 
would die a bachelor for your sake.” She then proceeded to expatiate 
upon the sincerity, of her son’s passion ,* she set his duel wiA Mr. 
Thornhill in a proper light, from thence she made a rapid digression 
to the squire’s debaucheries, his pretended marriages, and ended with 
a most insulting picture of his cowardice. < 

“ Good Heaven 1 ” cried Miss Wilmoth “ how very near have I been 
to- the brink of ruin 1 but how great is my pleasure to have escaped 
it ! Ten thousand falsehoods has this gentleman told me 1 He had at \ 
last art enough to persuade me that my promise to the only man I ] 
esteemed was no longer binding, since he had been unfaithful. By 
his falsehoods I was taught to detest one equally brave and generous.” J 
By this time my son was freed from the incumbrances of justice, as y 
the person supposed to be wounded ivas detected to be an impostor. J 
Mr. Jenkinson also, who had acted as his valet-de-chambre, had | 
dressed up his hair, and furnished him with whatever was necessary | 
to make a genteel appearance. He now, therefore, entered, hand- c 
somely dressed in his regimentals, and witliout "vanity (for I am above |j 
it) he appeared as handsome a fellow as ever wore a military dress. ^ 
As he entered, he made Miss Wilmot a modest and distant bow, for ^ 
he was not as yet acquainted with the change which the eloquence of |j 
his mother had wrought in his favour. But no decorums could restrain ^ 
the impatience of his blushing mistress to be forgiven. Her tears, U 
her looks, all contributed to discover the real sensations of her heart, 
for .having forgotten her former promise, and having suffered herself to V 
be deluded by an impostor. ■ My son appeared amazed at her con- w 
descension, and could scarcely believe it real. “ Sure, madam, cried ^ 
he, “this is but delusion; I can never have merited this! To be 5 
blest thus is to be too happy !” “ No, sir,” replied she, “ I have been^^ 
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I deceived, basely deceived, else nothing could have ever made me 
A unjust to my promise. You know my friendship, you have long 
ij known it : but forget what I have done ; and, as you once had my 
^ warmest vows of constancy, you shall, now have' them repeated ; and 
If be assured, that. if your Arabella -cannot be yours, she shall never be 
K- another’s.” “ And no other’s you shall be,” cried Sir William, “ if I 
A have any influence with your father.” 

A This hint .was sufficient for my son Moses, who immediately flew to 
^ - the inn where the old gentleman was, to inform him of every cir- 
U cumstance that had happened. But in the meantime the . squire, 
^ perceiving that 'he was on every side undone, now finding that no 
« hopes were left from flattery or. dissimulation, concluded that his 
a wisest way would be to turn and face his pursuers. Thus laying 

i aside all shame, he appeared the open, hardy villain. “ I find then,” 
cried he, “ that I am to expect no justice here ; but I am resolved it 
shall be done me. You shall know, sir,” turning to Sir William, “ I 
am no longer a poor dependent upon your favours. I scorn them. 
Nothing can keep Miss Wilmot’s fortune from me, which, I thank her 
fathers assiduity, is pretty large. The articles and a bond for her 

J l fortune are signed, and safe in my possession. It was her fortune, not 
[ her person, that induced me to wish for this match ; and, possessed of 
i the one, let who will take tlie other.” 

H This was an alarming blow ; Sir William was sensible of the justice 
Q of his claims, for he had been instrumental in drawing up the marriage- 

f q articles himself. Miss Wilmot, therefore, perceiving that her fortune 
j| was irretrievably lost, turning to my son, asked if the loss of fortune 
« could lessen her value to him. “ Though fortune,” said she, " is out 
li of my power, at least I have my hand to give." 

^ “And that, madam," cried her real lover, “ was indeed all that you 
ever had to give ; at least, all that I ever thought worth the acceptance. 
And I now protest, my Arabella, by all that’s happy, your want of 
fortune this moment increases my pleasure, as it serves to convince my 
sweet girl of my sincerity.’’ 

jl Mr. Wilmot now entering, he seemed not a little pleased at the 
■f clanger his daughter had just escaped, and readily consented to a dis- 
jl solution of the match. But finding that her fortune, which was 


II sunuiuu oi ii,e maicii. ouc nnoing that her fortune, which was 
secured to Mr. Thornhill by bond, would not be given up, nothing 
.[ could e.xceed his dusappointment. He now saw that his money must 
X all go ennch one who had no fortune of his own. He could bear 
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Ills liuin^ n rnscnl, but to want an equivalent to his slaughter's fortune 
was w\»rmwood. Me sat, therefore, for some minutes employed in 
the most mortifying speculations, till Sir William attempted to lessen 
his anxiety. “ I must confess, sir,” cried he, " that your present dis- 
np]>ointmenl does not entirely displease me. Your immoderate passion 
for wealth is now justly punished. But though the young lady cannot 
be rich, she has still a competence suilicient to give content. . Here 
you see an honest young soldier, who is willing to take her without 
fortune ; they have long loved each other ; and, for the friendship I 
bear his father, my interest shall not be wanting in his promotion, 
l^eavc, then, that ambition which disappoints you, and for once admit 
that happiness which courts 3'our acceptance." 

“ Sir William," replied the old gentleman, “be assured I never yet 
forced her inclinations, nor Avill I now. If she still continues to love 
this young gentleman, let her have him with all my heart. There is 
still, thank Heaven, some fortune left, and your promise Avill make it 
something more. Only let my old friend here” (meaning me) “give^ 
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me a promise of settling six thousand pounds upon niy girl, if ever he 
should come to his fortune, and 1 am ready this night to be the first to 
join them together.” 

As it now remained with me to make the young couple happy, I 
readily gave a promise of making the settlement he required ; which, 
to one who had such little expectations as I, was no great favour. We 
had now, therefore, the satisfaction of seeing them fly into each other's 
arms in a transport. “After all my misfortunes,” cried my son 
George, “ to be thus rewarded i Sure this is more than I could ever 
have presumed to hope for. To be possessed of all that's good, and 
after such an interval of pain ! my warmest wishes could never rise so 
high!” “Yes, my George,” returned his lovely bride, “now let the 
wretch take my fortune : since you are happy without it, so am I. Oh, 
w'hat an exchange have I made from the basest of men to the dearest, 
best I Let him enjoy our fortune ; 1 now can be happy eyen in 
indigence." “ And I promise you,” cried the squire, with a malicious 
grin, “ that I shall be very happy with what you despise.” “ Hold, 
hold, sir!” cried Jenkinson ; “ there are two words to that bargain. As 
for that lady’s fortune, sir, you shall never touch a single stiver of it. 
Pray, your honour,” continued he to Sir William, “ can the squire 
have this lady’s fortune if he be married to another ?” “ How can 
you make such a simple demand ? ” replied the baronet ; “ undoubtedly 
he cannot” “I am sorry for that” cried Jenkinson: “for as this 
gentleman and I have been old fellow-sporters, I have a friendship for 
him. But I must declare, well as I love him, that his contract is not 
worth a tobacco-stopper, for he is married already.” “ You lie like a 
rascal," returned the squire, who seemed roused by this insult ; “ I 
never was legally married to any woman.” " Indeed, begging your 
honour’s pardon,” replied the other, “ you were ; and I hope you will 
show a proper return of friendship to your own honest Jenkinson, who 
}( brings you a W’ife ; and if the company restrain their curiosity a few 
il minutes, they shall sec her.” So saying, he went off with his usual 
1 celerity, and left us nil unable to form any probable conjecture as to 
|1 his design, “ Ay, let him go,” cried the squire ; “whatever el.se 1 may 
T have «hme, I defy him there. I am too old now to be frightened with 
squibs.” 

)i . ' ‘^’1' the baronet, " what the fellow can intend by 

f this. Some h.w piece t.f humour, I .suppose." - Perhaps, .sir,” replied 
1. "he may hav«: a more .serious meaning. Por when we reflect o 


a n:orc .serious meaning. 
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ihc various schemes this gentleman lias laid to seduce innocence, 
perhaps some one, more artful than the rest, has been found able to 
deceive him. When we consider what numbers he has ruined, how 
’ll' many parents now feel with anguish the infamy and the contamination 
)| which he has brought into their families, it would not suiprise me if 

some one of them Amazement I Do I see my lost daughter ? Do 

I hold her 1 It is, it is my life, my happiness I I thought thee lost, my 
Olivia, yet still I hold thee, and still thou shalt live to bless me.” The 
warmest transports of the fondest lover were not greater than mine, 
when I saw him introduce my child, and held my daughter in my arms, 
whose silence only spoke her raptures. “ And art thou returned to 
me, my darling ? ” cried I, “ to be my comfort in age I ” “ That she 
is," cried JenkitLson, “ and make much of her, for she is your own 
honourable child, and as honest a woman as any in the whole room, 
let the other be who she will. And as for you, squire, as sure as you 
.stand there, this young lady is your lawful wedded wife ; and, to con- c 
vince you that I speak nothing but the truth, here is the licence by 
which you were married together.” So saying, he put the licence into J 
the baronet s hands, who read it, and found it perfect in every respect £ 
“ And now, gentlemen,” continued he, " I find you are suiprised at all ^ 
this ; but a very few words will explain the difficulty. That there | 
^ squire of renown, for whom I have a great friendship, but that's J 
between ourselves, has often employed me in doing odd little things | 
for him. Among the rest he commissioned me to procure him a false ) 
licence, and a false priest, in order to deceive this young lady. But as w 
I was very much his friend, what did I do, but went and got a true « 
licence and a true priest, and married them both as fast as the cloth 
could make them. Perhaps you’ll think it was generosity made me do 
all this. But, no. To my shame I confess it, my only design was to ^ 
keep the licence, and let the squire know that I could prove it upon ® 
him whenever I thought proper, and so make him come down whenever J 
I wanted money.” A burst of pleasure now seemed to fill the whole 
apartment ; our joy even reached the common room, where the I 
prisoners themselves sympathised, Jft 

. " And shook their chains A 

In transport and rude harmony.” ' M 

Happiness was expanded upon every face, and even Olivia s cheeks S 
seemed flushed with pleasure. To be thus restored to reputation, to ^ 
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friends and fortune at once,' was a rapture sufficient to stop the progress 
of decay, and restore former health and vivadty. But perhaps, among 
all, there was not one who' felt sincerer pleasure than I. Still holding 
the dear-loved child in my arms, I asked my heart if these transports 
Avere not delusion. “ How could you," cried I, turning to Jenkinson, 

“ how could you add to my 'miseries by the story of her death But 
it matters not: my pleasure at finding her again is more than a 
recompense for the pain.” 

“ As to your question,” replied Jenkinson, “ that is easily answered. 

I thought the only probable means of freeing you from prison was by 
submitting to the squire, and consenting to his marriage with the other 
young lady. But these you had vowed never to grant while your 
daughter was living ; there Avas, therefore, no other method to bring 
things to bear, but by persuading you that she Avas dead. I prevailed 
on your Avife to join in the deceit, and Ave have not had a fit opportunity 
of undeceiving you till now.” < 

In the Avhole assembly there noAv appeared only two faces that did * 
not gloAV Avith transport. Mr. Thornhill's assurance had entirely J 
forsaken him ; he noAV saAV the gulf of infamy and want before him, h 
and trembled to take the plunge. He therefore fell on his knees Y 
before his uncle, and in a voice of piercing misery implored compassion. | 
Sir William was going to spurn him away, but at my request he raised J 
■him, and after pausing a fcAv moments, “Thy vices, crimes, and H 
ingratitude,” cried he, “ deserve no tenderness ; yet thou shalt not be J 
entirely, forsaken ; a bare competence shall be supplied to support the v 
Avante of life, but not its follies. This young lady, thy wife, shall be || 
put in possession of a third part of that fortune Avhich once Avas thine ; « 
and from her tenderness alone thou art to expect any extraordinary || 
supplies for the future.” He Avas going to express his gratitude for A 
such .kindness in a set speech ; but the baronet prevented him, by ^ 
bidding him not aggravate his meanness, Avhich was already but too || 
apparent. He ordered him at the same time to be gone, and from all ^ 
his former domestics to choose on^ and such as he should think proper, ||i 
which was all that should be granted to attend him. . 3 

As .soon as he left us. Sir William very politely stepped up to his Y 
new niece with a smile, and wished her joy. His example was followed 
by Miss Wilmot and her father; my wife, too, kissed her daughter 
with much affection, as, to use her own expression, she Avas now 3 
made ^n honest woman of. Sophia and Moses followed in turn, and ^ 

i8i 


r»M‘A7/V ///ttsfntMf (to/t/mU/t, 

t even ouv l^ouofucUU’ Jcukiusou dosirod In ho julmiltod to thut honour. ]| 
y Our satisfacliou .sooinod scarooly capahlo ol inoroaso. Sir Willuini. r 
H whoso .ijroalost ploasuro was in doinjx j^ood, now round will) i\ J 

* couulcnaiKo open as iho sun, and saw nothing? hut joy ii^ tho looks ol W* 
all. except that of n\y ilauj:hter Sophia, wito, for soino reasons wo I 
could not couTprehond, did ntU: scorn phrfoclly salisfiod. “1 think iJ l 
A now," cried he, with a sinilo, “ that all the company, except: one or 
Jl, two, seem perfectly happy. There only nsnaim; an act of justice for A 
^ me to dt). You are sensible, sir,’’ continued he, turninjf to mo, “of V 
H the ohli};alioJW we both owe to Mr. Jenkinson ; and it is hnt just we |j 
it should both reward him for it. Miss Sophia will. I am .sure, make iji 
^ him very ha\ipy, and he shall have f>ve hundveil pt^uuds as htu* m 
fortune ; and upon this I atu sure they ca>\ live very comfortably H 
lojvelher. Ctune, Miss S\>pbia, what say you to this mntcl\ ('f my W 
making ? will you have him ?" My poor jjirl seemed almost sinkinjy u 
into her mothers arais at the hideous proposal. “ Have him, sir I" At 
... cried she, faintly ; “ no, sir, never !’* “ Wltal I" cried he again, “ not W 
Mr. Jenkinsoit, your benefactor; a handsome young ftjilow, with five 
hundred potmds, and good e.Npeclations ?" “ I heg\ sir," rclnmed 

she, scarcely able to speak, “lltat you'll desist, and not •make me so 'S? 
very wretched." " Was ever such obstinacy known ?" eriisl lie again, | 
*'io refuse the man whom the family h.’is such infinite ol)ligations U\ 
who has preserved your .sister, and who has five lumdred pounds ? 
Whall not have him ?" " No, .sir, never," replied slie, angrily; “ I'tl A 
sooner die first 1" " If that he tho case, then," cried he, " If yon will V 
not have him. 1 think i mnsl iiave yon myself." And so .saying, Im || 
ca\ighi her to bis breast with ardonr. "My loveliest, my most 
11 sensible of girls," cried he, " how conltl you ever think your j>wn |l 
U\»rchell ctnfid deceive you, or tlial .'^ir William Thornlull <H»nld ('V(M’ M 
'w' ce.ase lo admire ;i mistre.ss that loved him for him.self alone ? I have ® 

If for sojne year:; .snaghi n»r a woman, who, a stranger to my forlime, J 

could think 1 iimi merit as a man. Afu-r having tried in vain, eviMi jy, 

among ilm pc*rl and ng.))*, how great at last must be my rapture to ij* 

jl^ have maiie a eominesi over .such .sense and smell heavenly heanly I" t 
X 'rhen turning to Jenkinson, " As 1 cannot, sir, psirl with this youn}V W 
Jl knty myself, for .‘.he, has taken a fancy to the cut of my fae«-, all the A 
b leeompcnMs I ran make Is. t.. give you her forlnne, niul yon may e.ill Jl, 
.[ iip si my steward lo-morom* for live hmnlred ))onnds." 'rini.s wc’ had )) 
all „Mr eompllmenis to repeal, and l.a.ly Thornhill imdi-rwenl the % 
' 'V*\ ».(v 
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I i same round of ceremony that her sister had done before. In the 
maantime Sir William’s gentleman appeared, to tell us that the 
equipages were re.ady to iarry us to the inn, where everything was 
prepared for our reception. My wife and I led the van, and left those 
gloomy mansions of sorrow. The generous baronet ordered forty 
pounds to be distributed among the prisoners, and Mr. Wilmot, 
induced by his example, gave half that sum. We were received 
below by the shouts of the villagers, and I saw and shook by the 
hand two or tliree of my honest parishioners, who were among the 
number. They attended us to our inn^ where a sumptuous entertain- 
ment was provided, and coarser provisions were distributed in great 
quantities among the populace. 

After supper, as my spirits Avere exhausted by the alternation of 
pleasure and pain Avhicli they had sustained during the day, I asked 
permission to Avithdraw; and leaving the company in the midst of 
tlielr mirth, as soon as 1 found myself alone, I poured out my heart in , 
gratitude to the Giver of joy as well as of sorroAV, and then slept un- 
disturbed till morning. 


CHAPTER XXXII. 


THE conclusion; 


HE next morning, as soon as I aAvaked, I found my 
eldest son sitting by my bed-side, AA'ho came to in- 
^ crease my joy with another turn of fortune in mj'’ 
favour. First having released me from the settle- 
ment tliat I had made the day before-in his favour, he 
let me know that my merchant, Avho had failed in town, 
Avas arrested at AntAverp, and there had given up effects to 
a much greater amount than Avhat Avas due to his creditors. My boy's 
generosity pleased me almost as much as this unlooked-for good 
fortune. But I had some doubts whether I ought in justice to accept 
his. offer. While I was pondering upon this, Sir William entered the 
room, to Avhom I communicated my doubts. His opinion Avas, that .ns 
my son Avas already possessed of a A'erj'' affluent fortune by his 
marriage, I might accept his offer AA'ithout hesitation. His business, 
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however, was to inform me. that as he had the night before sent for 
the licences, and expected them every hour, he hoped that I would not 
refuse my assistance in making all tlie company happy that morning. 

’ A footman entered while we were speaking, to tell us that the 
messenger was returned ; and as I was by this time ready, I Avent 
down, where I found the whole company as merry as affluence and 
innocence could make them. However, Ss they were now preparing 
for a very solemn ceremony, their laughter entirely displeased me. I 
told them of the grave, becoming, and sublime deportment they should 
assume upon this mystical occasion, and read them two homilies and a 
thesis- of my own composing, in order to prepare them. Yet they 
still seemed perfectly refractorjf and ungovernable. Even as we were 
going along to cliurch, to which I led the way, all gravity had quite 
forsaken them, and I was often tempted to turn back -in indignation. 
In church a new dilemma arose, which promised no easy solution. 
This was, which couple should be married first; my son's bride 
warmly insisted that Lady Thornhill (that was to be) should take the 
lead ; but this the other refused with equal' ardour, protesting she 
would not be guilty of such rudeness for the world. The argument 
was supported for some time between both with equal obstinacy and 
good breeding. But as I' stood all this time with my book ready, I 
was at last quite tired of the contest, and shutting ft, “ I perceive,” 
cried I, " that none of you have a mind to be married, and I think we 
had as good go back again ; for I suppose there will be no business 
done here to-day.” This at once reduced them to reason. The 
baronet and his lady were first married, and then my son and his 
lovely partner. 

U 1 had previously that morning given orders that a coach should be 
^ sent for my honest neighbour Flamborough and his family, by which 
means, upon our return to the inn, we had the pleasure of finding llhe 
two Miss Flamboroughs alighted before us. Mr. Jenkinson gave this 
hand to the eldest, and my son Moses led up the other ; and I have 
1 since found that he has taken a real liking to the girl, and my cons(:nt 
|| ami bounty he shall have, whenever he thinks proper to demand them. 
V We were no sooner returned to the inn, but numbers of my parishioners, 
j! hearing of my success, came to congratulate me ; but among the rest 
«• were those who rose to rescue me. and whom I formerly rebuked with 
such sharpness. 1 told the storj- to Sir William, my son-in-law, who 
^ Went out ami reproved them with great severity ; but, finding them 
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quite disheartened by his harsh reproof, he gave them half a guinea 
a-piece to drink his health, and raise their dejected spirits. 

Soon after this we were called to a very genteel entertainment, 
which was dressed by Mr. Thomhill’s cook. And it may not be 
improper to observe, with respect to that gentleman, that he now 
resides in quality of companion at a relation's house, being very well 
liked, and seldom sitting at the side-table, except when there is no 
room at the other,- for they make- no stranger of him. His time is 
pretty much taken up in keeping his relation, who is a little melan- 
choly, in spirits, and in learning to blow the French horn. My eldest 
daughter, however, still remembers him with regret; and she has 
told me, though I make a great secret of it, that when he 


even 


reforms she may be brought to relent. But to return, for I am not apt 
to digress thus, when we were to sit down to dinner, our ceremonies 
were going to be renewed. The question was, whether my eldest 
daughter, as being a matron, should not sit above the two young 
brides; but the debate was cut short by my son George, who pro- 
posed that the company should sit indiscriminately, every gentleman 
by his lady. This was received with great approbation by all, except- 
ing my wife, who I could perceive was not perfectly satisfied, as she 
expected to have had the pleasure of sitting at the head of the table, 
and carving all the meat for all the company. But notwithstanding 
this, it is impossible to describe our good-humour. I can’t say whether 
we had more wit among us now than usual, but I am certain we had 
more laughing, which answered the end as well. One jest I particu- 
larly remember ; old Mr. Wilmot drinking to Moses, whose head was 
turned another way, my son replied, " Madam, I thank you.” Upon 
which the old gentleman, winking upon the rest of the company, 
observed that he was thinking of his mistress. At which jest I 
thought the two Miss Flamboroughs would have died with laughing. 
As soon as dinner Avas over, according to my old custom, I requested 
that the table might be taken away, to have the pleasure of seeing all 
my family assembled once more by a cheerful fireside. My two little 
ones sat tipon each knee, tlic rest of the company by their partners ; 

1 had nothing now on this side of the grave to tvish for— all my cares 
were over, my pleasure was unspeakable. It now only remained that 
*"> gratitude in good fortune should exceed my former submission in 


adversitv. 
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HEN one gazes on a landscape of Turner or of Wilson, 
eyes arc filled with all the charms of scenery, all 






' beauties ot light and shadow, all the harmonies and 
^ contrasts of form and colour, and his heart is touched with a 
sense of the glories of Nature, and the skill of the limner, with 
^ feeling of dissatisfaction does he find his sleeve plucked 
by some critic, who assures him that such a piece of scenery 
never really existed — that the artist ''has produced something 
which never was, and never will be, seen in any part of the -world." In 
vain do you assure him that you have seen trees, and mountains, and 
stream, and verdure, and sky, and every other accessory of the picture 
over and over again in your wanderings through the world. Nay, that 
you can recall more than one scene that bears a strong resemblance ; 
to the whole landscape. You are met by the remark, "Quite true; but, 
nevertheless, suc/i a tree never grew beside siic/t a stream j suc/t a sky 
never hung over suc/i a mountain. The river belongs to England, the sky to 
Italy, the forest to Germany, the meadow to Ireland.” "Well,” you say, 
“but they might have all concurred in some lovely spot of earth without J 
^'olating the harmonies of Nature.” The critic answers you \rith a smile 1 
of triumph, " Oh ! certainly : but, then, they du/n’f." You turn from him J 
with a conviction that he is impertinent and a trifier, and console yourself 
by gazing once more on the object of his criticism. With feelings akin J 
to these do we regard the endless disputes upon the locality of " The Deserted ^ 
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Village,” and the reality of its delineations. “Was Auburn in Ireland, or 
England ? Was it Lissoy, or BaUyoughter, or Springfield near Chelms- 
Was it anywhere? Could it be any\vhere?” ,Let us answer: “It 
well have existed. It did exist just where' it alone needed to 
have existed — in the imagination of the poet, and on th'e page of his poem. 
In the details we recognise well-known features of the poets 'early haunts, 
both of Lfissoy, and Ballymahon, and BaUyoughter ; not alone of scenery, but 
also of the manners and customs of the people. With these may have been 
associated remembered beauties from .otlier scenes to complete the compo- 
sition, and make it a consistent and beautiful whole. Poetry has its truth as 
well as history. In neither must truth be violated ; but the laws by which 
each is to be judged are essentially different. The test of the. former is its 
accordance with an Idea, that of the latter with a Fact When I,ord Macaulay, 
in one of his " Lays of Ancient Romei” describes Castor and Pollux fighting 
in the Roman ranks, he is not pDetically false ; when he exr^erates the 
virtues of William HI-, or the vices of Charles 1 1., he is historically untrue.- 
Goldsmith had an idea, a theory (whether pplitiQally true or not is immaterial) 
that the depopulation of the country was the result of the increase of luxuries. 
This he 'illustrated by 'a picture of a village in its two conditions of prosperity 
and ruin. Enough that his ideal picture is not incongruous ; but it is more — 
it has an enduring locality, as enduring and real as if we could point out its 
ruins on the map ; and the beings witli which he has peopled it are as real to 
the mind as if we could read their names and epitaphs on the churchyard 
tombstones. The village school, with its merry urchins ; the mill, witli its 
babbling brook ; the snug farmstead ; the wayside inn ; tlie church and the 
manse — are they not all realities ? — ^verities poetical and natural ? Do we not 
know the village preacher personally ? Can we not say, This is no fancy 
portrait ? Is not the pedagogue one who flourished within the memory of 
rt many a lixnng man ? Even to-day we see dances and athletic sports on the 
greensward, as we read of them in the poem. Is not the village, too, a 
reality ? — pourtrayed with a charming power in its day of happiness, to make 
the picture more profoundly touching in its ruin. 

As a poetical composition, no critic has impugned the high merits of 
" The Deserted Village." The whole world, learned and unlearned — all who 
have hearts to feel, and sensibilities to be moved — own its power. In vutsifi- 
cation, it is exquisitely liarmonious ; in language, it is polished, elegant, and 
vigorous. It teems with tender and pathetic sentiment, and touches of the 
r.j- finest humour : with high moral feeling : with noble and cfTcctive imagery : 
■if with portraitures of character that exhibit the conception of a genius, and 
J the hand of a master. In fine, it abounds with all the elements that make 
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Vj» ^ Rfcat poem, and won for ils aullior from the greatest of contemporary bards, 
fl the curl yet high culog)-, " That man is a PoET.” 

|| We subjoin the Dedication, both for its elegance and as the best exposition 
of the Author's object : — 

TO SlU JOSHUA RE VN OLDS. 

Dcar Sik,— I can have no expectation in an address of this kind, either to add to 
your repuMtion, or to establish iny own. You can gain nothing from my admirarin n, as 
1 am ignorant of that art in which you are said to excel ; and I may lose much by the 
sc\‘crity of your judgment, as few have a juster taste in poetry than you. Setting interest, ' 
therefore, aside, to which I never paid much attention, I must be indulged at present in 
following my aiTcciions. The only dedication I ever made was to my brother, because I 
1 loved him belter than most other men. He is since dead. Permit me to inscribe this 
poem to you. ‘ 

Mow far you may be pleased with the versification and mere mechanical parts of this 
attempt, I do not pretend to inquire: but I know j-ou will object — and indeed several of 
iny best and wisest friends concur in the opinion—that the depopulation it deplores is i 
nowhere to be seen, and the disorders it Laments are only to be found in the poe^s own | 
imagination. To this I c.an scarce make any other answer than that I believe what I have j 
written : that I have taken all possible pains, in my country excursions, for these four or ^ 
five years past, to be certain of what 1 allege; and that all my views and inquiries have ^ 
led me to believe those miseries re.*!!, which I here attempt to display. But this is not j 
the place to enter into an inquit^' whether the countiy be depopulating, or not; the i 
discussion would take up too much room ; and I should prove myself, at best, an indifferent n 
r poIitici.in, to tire the rc.adcr with a long preface^ when I want his unfatigued attention to ^ 
a long poem. 1 

In regretting the depopulation of the countty, I inveigh against the increase of our 1 
luxuries : and here also I expect the shout of modern politicians against me. For twenty | 

^ or thirty yc.irs past, it has been the fashion to consider luxury as one of the greatest 
national advantages ; and all the wisdom of antiquit}', in that particular, as erroneous. ( ; 
Still, howetxr, I must remain a professed ancient on that head ; and continue to think J 
those luxuries prejudicial. to tastes by which so many vices are introduced, and so many ^ ^ 
kingdoms have been undone. Indeed, so much has been poured out of late on the other jT 
side of the question, that, merely for the sake of novelty and variety, one would sometimes W 
wish to be in the right. JK 

1 am, dear Sir, your sincere friend and ardent admirer, jl 

' ■ OLIVER GOLDSMITH. A 




^ Wore.— The Mxt of the liinh ediliBii ha* been adopted in ihh Woifc 















& Auburn! loveliest village of the plain, 

^ Where health and plenty cheer’d the labourii 


labouring swam ; 

Where smiling spring its earliest visit paid, 

•'s parting summers lingering blooms delay'd ; 

^ Dear lovely bowers of innocence and ease, 

Scats of my youth, ^ when every sport could please ; 

How often have I loiter'd o’er thy green, 

^ Where humble happiness endear’d each scene ! 

How often have I paused on every charm — 

The shelter’d cot, the cultivated farm. 

The never-failing brook, the busy mill, 

The decent church that topp’d the neighbouring hill ; 

The hawthorn bush, with seats beneath the shade. 

For talking age and whispering lovers made I 
How often have I bless’d the coming day,* 

When toil remitting lent its turn to play, 

• Smbe/wy yeua.—TMi epithet would Indicate Llstoy or Culljroughler, u Aubura. which ym a name then unknom 
In Irebnd. The objecia and feature* of the londieape were cortainl/ to be found in the farmer locality. There are some who 
contend that the description is equally appropriate to the latter, 

* Tif cemiKg There is no reason to suppose that the poet alluded here to saints’ days. The opoits and tecreations 

described were all customary on a Sunday in Ireland at and subsequent to the date of this poem. 
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And all the \dllage train, from labour free. 

Led up their sports beneath the spreading tree 5 
While many a pastime cirded in the shade. 

The young contending as the old surve3’'’d ; 

And many a gambol frolick’d o’er the ground. 

And sleights of art, and feats of strength -went round ; 
And still, as each repeated pleasure tired; 

Succeeding sports the mirthful band inspired. 

The dancing pair that simpty sought renovm. 

By holding out to tire each other down ; 

The swsun mistrusdess of his smutted face. 

While secret laughter titter d round the place ; 

The bashful "virgin’s side-long looks of love ; 

The matron s glance, that would those looks reprove ; 
These were th}’ charms, sweet village ! sports like these. 
With sweet succession, taught e’en toil to please ; 

These round thy bowers thdr cheerful influence shed. 
These were thy charms — but all these charms are fled. 

Sweet smiling Aullage, loveliest of the lawn. 

Thy sports are fled, and all thy charms "withdrawn ; 
Amidst thy bowers the tyrant’s hand is seen. 

And Desolation saddens all thy green : 

One only master grasps the whole domain,^ 

And half a tillage stints thy smiling plain ; 

No more thy glassy brook reflects the day. 

But, choked with sedges, works its w'eedy way ; 

Along thy glades, a solitary guest. 

The hollow-sounding bittern guards its nest ; 

Amidst thy desert w"alks the lapwing flies, 

And tires their echoes with unvaried cries ; 

Sunk are thy bow-ers in shapdess ruin all. 

And the long grass o’crtops the mouldering wall ; 
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And, trembling*, shrinking* from the spoilers hand, 
Far, far away thy children leave the land. 

Ill fares the land, to hastening* ills a prey,^ 

Where wealth accumulates, and men decay ; 
Princes and lords may flourish, or may fade ; 

A breath can make them, as a breath has made ; 
But a bold peasantry, their country's pride, 

When once destroyed, can never be supplied. 

A time there was, ere England’s griefs began,® 
When every rood of ground maintained its man ; 
For him light Labour spread her wholesome store, 
Just gave what life required, but gave no more ; 

His best companions, innocence and health ; 

And his best riches, ignorance of wealth. 

But times are altered ; trade’s unfeeling train 
Usurp the land, and dispossess the swain ; 

Along the lawn, where scattered hamlets rose, 
Unwieldy wealth and cumbrous pomp repose-; 

And every want to luxury allied. 

And every pang that folly pays to pride. 

Those gentler hours that plenty bade to bloom. 
Those calm desires that ask’d but little room, 

Those healthful sports that.graced the peaceful scene, 
Lived in each look, and brighten’d all the green ; 
These, far departing, seek a kinder shore, 

And rural mirth and manners are no more. 

Sweet Auburn, parent of the blissful hour, 

Thy glades forlorn confess the tyrants power. 

Here, as I take my solitary rounds. 

Amidst thy tangling walks and ruined grounds. 

And, many a year elapsed, return to view® 

Where once the cottage stood, the hawthorn grew, 


' tU/sm the hml, it haeimmg illt <t>ny — Thii line betra)-% a want of care, ununul^wiih GoMamitb, in the u« of /I 

neariy the came woid tirice. lti»toberesretledt1iatanythinBHhoBldinarihebeauiyoflhi*jaaIycelel>raleiIpa*»aB& _ M 

* A lime there mu, en SnghtmTetr^/i It is plain that, wherever the scene of the poem was laiif,'ihe pnoaple ^ 

intended to be illustrated was applied to Ensland as well as to Ireland. . . r ■ i. r» i n 

' *..<«y,iM««y«j»r«re4^^lwif,*»/lsnsd»»*w.— Theteisnorea«nlo»tipposefassomeinferfrom«hisIinB/iIiatOoiatm:in a 

ever re-i4riled the scenes of Ms youth, thoush he certaiuly intended to do so, after his travels. 'ITiis and the renowine esqumie 
paragraph breathe that inextinguidiable love of home (amounting to pain) which pervades «o many of the poet s letters ar-I 
compositions, —SO] 
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Remembrance wakes with all her busy train, 

Swells. at my breast, and turns the past to pain. 

In all my wanderings through this world of care. 

In all my griefs — and God has given my share— 

I still had hopes, my latest hours to crown. 

Amidst these humble bowers to lay me do\yn ; 

To husband out life’s taper at the close. 

And keep the flame from wasting by repose : 

I still had hopes, for pride attends us still. 

Amidst the swains to show my book-learn’d skill ; 
Around my fire an evening g^oup to draw. 

And tell of all I felt, and all I saw : 

And, as a hare whom hounds and horns pursue, 

Pants to the place from whence at first she flew, 

I still had hopes, my long vexations past. 

Here to return — and die at home at last. 

Oh, blest retirement, friend to. life's decline, 

Retreat from cares, that never must be mine. 

How blest is he who crowns, in shades like these, 

A youth of labour with an age of ease ; 

Who quits a world where strong temptations try. 
And since ’tis hard to combat, learns to fly ! 

For him no wretches, born to work and weep, 
Explore" the mine, or tempt the dangerous deep ; 

Nor surly porter stands in guilty state, 

To spurn imploring famine from the gate ; 

But on he moves to meet his latter end, 

Angels around befriending virtue’s friend ; 

Sinks to the grave with unperceived decay. 

While resignation^ gently slopes the way ; - 
And, all his prospects brightening to the last. 

His heaven commences ere the world be past. 

Sweet was the sound, w'hen oft, at evening’s close, 
Up yonder hill- the village murmur rose ; 





There, as I pass’d, with careless steps and slow, 

The mingling notes came soften'd from below ; 

The swain responsive as the milk-maid sung, 

The sober herd that low’d to meet their young. 

The noisy geese that gabbled o’er the pool, 

The playful children just let loose from school, 

The watch-dog’s voice that bay’d the whispering wind, 
And the loud laugh that spoke the vacant mind : 
These all in sweet confusion sought the shade, 

And hll'd each pause the nightingale had made, 

But now the sounds of population fail. 

No cheerful murmurs fluctuate in the gale. 

No busy steps the grass-grown foot- way treadi 
For all the bloomy flush of life is fled ; 

All but yon widow'd, solitary thing,* 


* Alf6iiiy0n widanifH, toiitary /AfWjr.— Dr Strean, who was curate of Lissoy in 1807, remembered a poor wnlow there* 
named Catherine Ceraghty, whom he believed to be the person here ailuded to. 
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That feebly bends beside the plashy spring ; 

She, 'wrettied matron, forced, in age, for bread. 

To strip the brook n-ith mantling cresses spread. 

To pick her -wintrj- faggot from tiie diom, - 
To seek her nightiy shade, and weep till mom ; 

She only left of all tlie harmless train. 

The sad historian of the pensive plain. 

Near yonder copse, where once the garden smiled. 
And sdli where many a garfen-flower grows wild ; 
There, where a few tom shmbs the place disdose, 

The village preacher s modest mansion rose.'^ 

A man he was, to all the country dear. 

And passing rich witli fortj" pounds a j'ear, 

. Remote from towns he ran his godly race. 

Nor e’er had changed, nor wish’d to change his place ; 
Unskilful he to fawn, or seek for power 
By doctrines fashioned to the var\-ing hour ; 

Far other aims his heart liad leam'd to prize. 

More bent to rmse the wretdied than to rise. 

His house was known to all the vagrant train. 

He chid their wanderingrs, but relieved their pain ; 

The long-remember’d beggar was his guest. 

Whose beard descending swept his aged breast ; 

The min’d spendthrift, now ho longer proud. 

Claim'd kindred there, and had his claims allow’d ; 

The broken soldier, kindlv bade to stav. 

Sat by his fire, and talk'd the night away ; 

Wept o’er his wounds or tales of sorrow done. 
Shoulder’d his cmtch, and show’d how fields were Avon. 
Pleased with his guests, the good man leam’d to glow, 
.And quite forgot their vices in their woe : 

Careless their merits or their faults to scan, 

Ills pity gave ere charity began. 

Tims to relieve the wretched Avas his pride, 

.Xntl e’en his failings loan’d to A'irtue’s side : 


■ ■■ "n-scr-ia-jUf rfreara-r; p-.TtraJsrrac-jTtryriiwa 
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Hut in his clutj' prompt at every call, 

Me walcli’il and wept, he pray’d and felt for all. 

And, as a bird each fond endearment tries, 

To tempt its new-fledged oflspring to the skies ; 

He tried each art, reproved each dull delay. 

Allured to brighter worlds, and Jed the way. 

Beside the bed where parting life was laid. 

And sorrow, guilt, and jiain, by turns dismay’d, 

'J'hc reverend champion stood. At liis control. 

Despair and anguish fled the struggling soul ; 

Comfort came down the trembling wretch to raise, 

And liis last faltering accents whisper’d praise. 

At church, with meek and unaflected grace, 

His looks adorn'd the venerable place,* 

Truth from his lips prevail’d with double sway. 

And fools, who came to scofi*, remain’d to pray.* 

The service past, around the pious man. 

With steady zeal each honest rustic ran ,* 

E’en children follow’d, with endearing wile. 

And pluck’d his gown to share the good man's smile 
His ready smile a parent’s \varmth express’d ; 

Their welfare pleased him, and their cares distress’d : 

To them his heart, his love, his griefs were given, 

But all his serious thoughts had rest in heaven. 

As some tall cliff that lifts its awful form. 

Swells from the vale, and midway leaves the storm, 

Though round its breast tlie rolling clouds are spread. 

Eternal sunshine settles on its head.^ 

Beside yon straggling fence that skirts the way, 

With blossom’d furze unprofitably gay, 

* Andfiob, vht mme * rtimUH'dtofruf.—Vxtat citet a line in the opening of Oryden's *; Brfiannb Rrimva 

" And Mttt uf back to praiM who came to piay "—as preaeniing a reKmblaai.e m expreuioo, though not m thought, ui the 

line in the text. ^ u l • -i i.- n 

» JSfemataauAiHeuttki mitt taut.— The mnge of English poetry presenu nothing grander than the imile wnicn 
closes this noble picture. Ji was probably suggested, as the Rev Gilbert Wakefield reinaiks, by the fine lines of Uandiau 

« Ut <iW«r Olympi 

t’ei-ifxqvS spatio anv/w hyemgue telrntml, 

Ferpetuuin nult& temeranis nube sereniun, 

Cehior exsurgit pluviis, auditque rccentes ^ 

Hidf ft mtea tffiitfiM tabatf" «c 
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•«« €iki\Vd to rule. 

There, in his his litdn sehwl ; 

The viiUgn *»«“' °„d stem to vren. 

A man severe he truant kneu. 

Vknea- him "f •,?"*, rerhblersleam’d to trac 
\Vdl had the bodin face : 

The days “! 'mV,* counterfeited glee 

Full uell they laug ^ lad he : 

At all his jokes, for ” ' drding round. 

Full ueil the '■“C d*ngs uhnn he froun d . 

Convey'd the dis .j ^^t'ere in aught. 

Vet he was itra^ Vming was in fault ■■ 

_ 



The love he here to.- . 
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The village all declared how much he knew ; 

'Twas certain he could write and cypher too ; 

Lands he could measure, terms and tides presage, 
And even the story ran that he could gauge ; 

In arguing, too, the parson own’d his skill, . 

For e’en though vanquish’d, he could argue still ; 
While words of learned length and thundering sound, 
Amazed the gazing rustics ranged around ; 

And still they gazed, and still iilie wonder grew, 

That one small head should carry all he knew. 


But past is all his fame. The very spot 
Where many a time he triumph’d, is forgot. 

Near yonder thorn that lifts its head on high, 

Where once the sign-post caught the passing eye, 

Low lies that house where nut-brown draughts inspired, 
• Where grey-beard mirth, and smiling toil retired ; 
Where village statesmen talk’d with looks profound, 
And news much older than their ale went round. 
Imagination fondly stoops to trace 
The parlour splendours of that festive place ; 

The white-wash’d wall, the nicely sanded floor. 

The varnish’d clock that click’d behind the door ; 

The chest, contrived a double debt to pay, 

A bed by night, a chest of drawers by day ; 

The pictures placed for ornament and use ; 

The twelve good rules, the royal game of goose ; 

The hearth, except when winter chill’d the day. 

With aspen boughs, and flowers, and fennel gay ; 

While broken tea-cups, wisely kept for show, 

Ranged o'er the chimney, glisten’d in a row.’ 

Vain transitory splendours ! could not all 
Reprieve the tottering mansion from its fall ? 

Obscure it sinks, nor shall it more impart 
An hours importance to the poor man’s heart; 
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Thither no more the peasant shall repair, 

To sweet'bblivion of his daily care; 

No more the farmers news, the barber's tale. 
No more the woodman’s ballad shall prevail ; 
No more the smith his dusky brow shall clear, 
Relax his ponderous streng^i, and lean to hear ; 
The host himself no longer shall be found 
Careful to see the manding bliss go round ; 

Nor the coy maid, half willing to be press’d, 
Shall kiss the cup to pass it to the rest. 

Yes ! let the rich deride, the proud disdain 
These simple blessings of the lowly train ; 

To me more dear, congenial to my heart, 

One native charm, than all the gloss of art ; 
Spontaneous joys, where Nature has its play. 
The soul adopts, and owns their first-born sway 
Lightly they frolic o'er the vacant mind, 
Unenvied, unmolested, unconfined. 

But the long pomp, the midnight masquerade. 
With all the freaks of wanton wealth array’d, 

In these, ere triflers half their wish obtain, 

The toiling pleasure sickens into pain : 

And, e’en while fashion’s brightest arts decuy. 
The heart distrusting asks if this he joy. 


Ye friends to truth, ye statesmen wlu> survey 
The rich man’s joys increase, the poor's decay, 
'Tis yours to jtidge how wide the limits stand 
Between a splendid and a happy lar.d. 

Proud swells the tide with loads of freighted o'''. 
And shouting Folly hails them from her i luwc ; 
Hoards, e’en beyond the miser's wish. ah v.ind,. 
And rich men flock from all the worhl ar. >»:'.• s. 
Yet count our g.ain.s. This wealth bet a r-.vf:’.- 
That leaves our useful product*; still th*: 

Not so the loss. The man *'! wr.'ihh au i r r. 
Takes up a spare that tr..iny p.- t .. 
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Space for his lake, his park’s cKtended bounds, 

Space for his horses, equipage, and hounds ; 

The robe that wraps his limbs in silken sloth 

Has robb’d the neighbouring fields of half their growth 

His seat, where solitary sports are seen, 

Indignant spurns tlie cottage from the green ; 

Around tlie world each needful product flies. 

For all the luxuries the world supplies : 

While thus the land, adorn’d for pleasure all. 

In barren splendour feebly ^vaits the fall. 

As some fair female, unadom’d and plain, 

Secure to please while youth confirms her reign. 

Slights every borrow’d charm that dress supplies, 

Nor shares with art the triumph of her eyes ; 

But when those charms are past, for charms are frail. 
When time advances, and when lovers fail. 

She then shines fordi solicitous to bless. 

In all the glaring impotence of dress. 

Thus fares the land by luxury betray’d : 

In Nature’s simplest charms at first array’d, 

But verging to decline, its splendours rise. 

Its vistas strike, its palaces surprise; 

While, scourged by famine from the smiling land, 

The mournful peasant leads his humble band ; 

And while he sinks without one arm to save. 

The country blooms — a garden and a grave. 

Where then, ah ! where shall poverty reside. 

To ’scape the pressure of contiguous pride ? 

If to some common’s fenceless limits stray’d. 

Me drives his flock to pick the scanty blade. 

Those fenceless fields the sons of wealth divide. 

And c cn the barc*wom common is denied. 

If to the city sped — ^What waits him there ? 

'I'o sec profusion that he must not share ; 

To see ten thousand baneful arts combined 
To j>amper luxul^’ and thin mankind : 


Tbe breez)’ covett of the warbUii{; srove, 
Thai only iheherVI thcAs of hamlw lore. 


To see those joys the sons of pleasure know 
Extorted from his fellow-creature’s woe. 

Here, while the courtier glitters in brocade, 

There the pale artist plies the sickly trade ; 

Here, while the proud their long-drawn pomps display. 
There the black gibbet glooms beside the way. 

The dome where Pleasure holds her midnight reign, 
Here, richly deck’d, admits the goigeous train : 
Tumultuous grandeur crowds the blazing square, 

The rattling chariots clash, the torches glare. 

Sure scenes like .these no troubles e'er annoy ! 

Sure these denote one universal joy 1 

Are these thy serious thoughts ? Ah I turn thine eyes 

Where the poor houseless, shivering female lies. 

She ofice, perhaps, in village plenty blest, 

Has wept at tales of innocence distrest ; 

Her modest looks the cottage might adorn, 

Sweet as the primrose peeps beneadi the thorn ; 
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Now lost to all, her friends, her virtue fled, 

Near her betrayer’s door she lays her head ; 

And pinch’d with cold, and shrinking from the shower, ' 
With heavy heart deplor^ that luckless hour. 

When idly first, ambitious of the town, ‘ 

She left her wheel and robes of country- brown. 

. . t 

Do thine, sweet Auburn, thme, the loveliest train. 

Do thy fair tribes participate her pain ? . 

E’en now, perhaps, by cold and hunger led, 

At proud men’s doors they ask a little bread 1 
Ah ! no. To distant climes, a dreary scene. 

Where half the convex world intrudes between. 

Through torrid tracts with fainting steps they go. 

Where wild Altama muimurs to their woe.^ 

Far different there from all that chm'm’d before, ■* 

I The various terrors of that horrid shore ; 

Those blazing suns that dart a downward ray, 

And fiercely shed intolerable day ; , 

Those matted woods where birds forget to sing, 

But silent bats in drowsy clusters cling ; 

Those poisonous fields, with rank luxuriance crown’d, 
Where the dark scorpion gathers death around ; 

Where at each step the stranger fears to wake 
The rattling terrors of the vengeful snnke ; 

Where crouching tigers wait their hapless prey. 

And savage men more murderous still than they ; 

While oft in Avhirls the mad tornado flies. 

Mingling the ravaged landscape with the skies. 

Far different these from every former scene. 

The cooling brook, the gfrassy- vested green, 

The breezy covert of the warbling grove, 

That only shelter’d thefts of harmless love. 

Good Heaven ! what sorrows gloomed that parting day, 
'riiat call’d them from their native walks away ; 


II irr, t, X/..IN.I iwMrmwi t, tinr aw.—" I remember no EnsIMi |«iet," uid I.onl Carinie, referrinE In ll>e« 
I- «» .... a ,n.en, tav M. e«ej». indec.!. It t>e Mnam. «lio made more lurmonloiu uw of proper nam« in hi> verees. 1 
^ ^ r« -rb,, *,.o, ,l.„; mnelf ».ih ibal coupiel f.r a ohoie day nhile 1 was becalmed olTihe moulh oflhe Aliaraa." 
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When the poDr exiles, every pleasure past, 

Hung round the bowers, and fondly look’d their last, 
And took a long farewell, and wish’d in vain 
For seats like these beyond the western main ; 

And shuddering still to face the distant deep, 
Return’d and wept, and still return’d to weep ! 

The good old sire the first prepared to go 
To new-found worlds, and wept for others’ Avoe ; 

But for himself, in conscious virtue brave. 

He only wish’d for worlds beyond the grave. 

His lovely daughter, lovelier in her tears, 

The fond companion of his helpless years, 

Silent went next, neglectful of her charms. 

And left a lovei^s for a father’s arms. 

With louder plaints the mother spoke her woes, 

And blest the cot where every pleasure rose ; 

And kiss’d her thoughtless babes with many a tear. 
And clasp’d them close, in sorrow doubly dear ; 
Whilst her fond husband strove to lend relief 
In all the silent manliness of grief. 

O Luxury ! thou cursed by Heaven’s decree, 

How ill exchanged are things like these for thee ! 

How do thy potions, with insidious joy. 

Diffuse their pleasures only to destroy ! 

Kingdoms by thee, to sickly greatness grown. 

Boast of a florid vigour not their own : 

At every draught laige and more laige they grow, 

A bloated mass of rank, unwieldy woe ; 

Till sapp’d their strength, and every part unsound. 
Down, down they sink, and spread a ruin round. 

E'en now the devastation is begun, 

And half the business of destruction done ; 

E’en now. methinks, as pondering here I stand. 

I see the rural Virtues leave the land. 

Down where yon anchoring vessel spreads the sail 
That, idly waiting, flaps with everj'- gale, 

Downward they move, a melancholy band, 

Pass from the shore, and darken all the strand. 









CoiUciucd toil, and Iiospitabic care, 

And kind connnbin) tenderness, are there; 

And piety with wishes placed above, 

And sieatly loj'alty, and niithfiil love. 

A ml ihon, sweet Poetry! thou loveliest maid, 

Still first to (ly where sensual joys invade ; 

Unfit in these de,gfencrate times of shame 
'I'o catch the heart or strike for honest fame-; 

Dear charming nymph, neglected and decried, 

My shame in crowds, my solitary pride; 

Thou source of all my bliss, and all my woe, 

That found'st me poor at first, and keep'st me so ; 

Thou guide by which the nobler arts excel, 

Thou nurse of ever}' virtue, fare thee well!* 

Farewell ; and, oh ! where'er thy voice be tried, 

On 'J'ornu's clifis, or Pambamarca's side, 

Whether where equinoctial fervours glow, 

Or winter wraps the polar world in snow. 

Still, let thy voice prevailing over time, 

Redress the rigours of th' inclement clime ; 

Aid slighted truth with thy persuasive strain ; 

Teach erring man to spurn the rage of gain ; 

Teach hini that states, of native strength possess’d, 

Though very poor, may still be very blest ; 

That trade’s proud empire hastes to swift decay,® 

As ocean sweeps the labour’d mole away ; 

While self-dependent power cari time defy, 

As rocks resist the billows and tlie sky. 

* I rtnw WWW ^ m/y v/rf/ir,y!ifr Akv mUt—lati Ctartitle, in quelliw ibit {KuatE*, pbwrves ■' *« Kem* lu me w li« 
iiruiielolhohifihesi chord in the whole oiinpa'rtflfliU lyre.*" 

* Boswell Male* Ihji Dr. JvhnMn mtilied fiw liiiii with a penen the 

la« four lino of tliM poem as luvius been wrillen by him. Bowetrs “Ufc of Johnson,'* by Craker, sol p 30»: 
Edic. 1B35. 










, OR, A PROSPECT OF SOCIETY. 

— MiSWM.fri'eSM- 

introductiqn; 

HE Traveller” is memorable as the first of Goldsmith’s 
.publications which appeared with his^ own name. It was 
the experiences and the reflections of his Continental travel. 
Upon it he spent, during eight years of ungrateful labour, 
many an hour of deep yet pleasant meditation. To it he 
looked, in hope and in fear, as that which was to give him name 
and fame. And he was not disappointed. The charms of its 
composition, elegant yet simple ; the power of its descriptions, 
true to Nature, lively, pathetic, and picturesque ; the moral, philosophic, and 
social opinions propounded ; tlie vigour and loftiness of expression which it 
occasionally displays— all these commended “ The Traveller” to the judg- 
ment of every critic as a work of the highest merit. Great names endorsed 
the popular praise. Johnson pronounced it a poem “ to which it would not be 
easy to find anything equal since the days of Pope and Charles Fox said it 
was one of the finest poems in the English language. Time has confirmed the 
criticism of contemporaries. Every year “The Traveller” has grown in 
favour. It IS now read cverywliere and by every one.- 

Two g-eat moralities are inculcated in this poem. One, a deep moral 
fcclmg- Hotne-lovc. the very soul of all patriotisni. as it was an abiding 

S a,^S principle of universal 

-nan finds bis greatest happing not in any 

ininu , a tliought finely expressed by Milton— 

•• The mind ii iin own place, and in iiw:r 
Can nulce a heaven of hell, a hell of heaven •" 

dedication. 

TO THE KEV. HE.VRy COLOSMITIl 

.... »» f,.™ 
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to you. It win also throw a light upon many parts of it when the reader underetands that it 
is addrased to a man who, despising fame and fortune, has retii^ early to happiness and 
obscurity with an income of forty pounds a year. , 

I now perceive, .my dear brother, the wisdom of your humble choice. You have entered 
upon a sacred office, where the han'est is great, and the labourers are but few ; while you 
have left the field of ambition, where the labourers are many,' and the harvest not \rorth 
carrying away. But, of all kinds of ambition, what from the refinement of the time^ from 
difiTcrent systems of criticism, and from the divisions of party, that which pursues poetical fame 
is the wildest 

Poetry’ makes a principal amusement among unpolished nations ; but in a country vetgirig 
to the extremes of refinement. Painting and Music come in for a share. As these offer the 
feeble mind a less laborious entertainment, they at first rival Poetry, and at length supplant 
her ; they engross all that favour once shown to her, and, though but youn^r sisters, seize 
upon the elder’s birthright.* 

Yet, however this art may be neglected by the powerful, it is still in greater danger from 
the mistaken efforts of- the learned to improve it What criticisms have not been heard of late - 
in favour of blank verse and Pindaric odes, choruses, anapests, and iambics, alliterative care and 
happy negligence 1 Every absurdity has now a champion to defend it ; and as he is generally 
in the wrong, so he has always much to say ; for error is ever talkative. ^ 

But there is an enemy to this. art still more dangerous — I mean, Party. Party entirely 
distorts the judgment, and destroys the taste. When the mind is once infected with this 
disease, it can only find pleasure in what contributes to increase the distemper. Like the 
tiger, that-- seldom desists from pursuing man after having once preyed upon human flesh, the ^ 
rc.idcr who has once gratified his appetite with calumny makes ever after the most agreeable 
feast upon murder^ reputation. Such readers generally admire some half-witted thing, who i 
wants to be thought a bold man, having lost the character of a wise one. Him they dignify 
with the name of a poet j his tawdry lampoons are called satires j his turbulence is said to be 
force, and his frenzy fire. u 

What reception a poem may find which has neither abuse, part}’, nor blank verse to « 
support it, I cannot tell, nor am I solicitous to know. My aims are right. Without espousing ^ 
the cause of any party, I have attempted to moderate the rage of all. I have endeavoured to ^ 
show that there may be equal happiness in states that are differently governed from our own ; j 
that every state has a particular principle of happiness, and that this principle in each may be 
carried to a mischievous excess. There are few can judge better than yourself how far these ^ 
positions are illustrated in this poem. V 

1 am, dear Sir, your most affectionate brother, « 

OLIVER GOLDSMITH. V 


ITH. I? 

I of Mtnie 'Aft 


* EUtifz birthright.— rOm compbint which Goldsmith (fonowing Siyden) here makes against the sister arts of Mtnie ’Ip 
and Painting can scareely be sustained.. They follow the muse of Song to compete srith, not » rival— to not to <>«,• 

supplant. The painter and sculptor draw much of Aeir inspiration from the poet, iind repay him by presentmg his thoughts H 
through the medium of another sense. In our days, assuredly, the eider sistm do not engross, though they laigely share, the J 
public favour. >( 
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jj^^EMOTE, unfriended, melancholy, slow,* 

Or by the lazy Scheld, or wandering Po { 

Or onward, where the rude Carinthian boor 
^ Against the houseless stranger shuts the door ; 
Or where Campania's plain forsaken lies, 

^ A weary waste expanding to the skies ; 

"?' ■ Where’er 1 roam, whatever realms to sec. 

My heart, untravell’d, fondly turns to thee ; 

Still to my brother turns, with ceaseless pain. 

And drags at each remove a lengthening chain. 

Eternal blessings crown my earliest friend, 

And round his dwelling guardian saints attend ! 

Blest be that spot, where cheerful guests retire 
To pause from toil, and trim their evening fire ; 

Blest that abode, where w'ant and pain repair, 

And every stranger finds a ready chair ; 

Blest be those feasts with simple plenty crown’d, 

Wlicre all the ruddy family around 


’•V 
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Cassell's Ilbistratcd Goldsuuth. 

Laugh at the jests or pr?inks that never fail, 

Or sigh with pity at some mournful tale^; 

Or press the bashful stranger to his food, 

And learn the luxury of- doing good. 

But me, not destined such delights to share, 

My prime of life in wandering spent and care ; 

Impell’d with steps unceasing to pursue 
Some fleeting good, that mocks me with the view ; 
That, like the circle bounding earth and skies, 

Allures from far, yet, as I follow, flies ; 

My fortune leads to traverse realms alone. 

And find no spot of all the world my own. 

E'en now, where Alpine solitudes ascend, 

I sit me, down a pensive hour to spend ; 

And, placed on high above the storm’s career, 

Look downward where a hundred realms appear ; 
Lakes, forests, cities, plains extending wide. 

The pomp of kings, the shepherd’s humbler pride. 

When thus Creation’s charms around combine. 
Amidst the store should thankless pride repine ? 

Say, should the philosophic mind disdain 
That good which makes each humbler bosom vain 1 
Let school-taught pride dissemble all it can. 

These little things are great to little man ; 

And wiser he whose sympathetic piind 
Exults in all the good of all mankind. 

Ye glittering towns, with wealth and splendour crown 
Yc fields, where summer spreads profusion round ; 
Yc lakes, whose vessels catch the busy gale ; 

Y c bending swains that dress the flowery vale ; 

I'or me your tributary stores combine : 

Creation’s heir, the world, the world is mine ! 

As some lone miser visiting his store, 

Bends at his treasure, counts, recounts it o’er : 

Hoards after hoards his rising raptures fill, 

^ ct .still he sighs, for hoards are wanting still : 


The Traveller. 


Thus to my breast alternate passions rise, 

Pleased with each good that .Heaven to man suppli 
Yet oft a sigh prevails, and sorrows fall, 

To see the hoard of human bliss so small : 

And oft I wish amidst the scene to find 
Some spot to real happiness consign’d, 

Where my worn soul, each wandering hope at rest. 
May gather bliss to see my fellows blest 

But where to find that happiest spot below, 

Who can direct, when all pretend to know ? 

The shuddering tenant of the frigid zone 
Boldly proclaims that happiest spot his own ; 

Extols the treasures of his stormy seas. 

And his long nights of revelry and ease : 

The naked negro, panting at the line, 

Boasts of his golden sands and palmy wine, . 

Basks in the glare or stems the tepid wave, 

And thanks his gods for all the good they gave. 

Such is the patriot’s boast, where’er we roam. 

His first, best countr)^ ever is at home. 

And yet, perhaps, if countries we compare, 

And estimate the blessings Avhich they share. 

Though patriots flatter, still shall wisdom find 
An equal portion dealt to all mankind ; 

As different good, by Art or Nature given, 

To different nations makes tlieir blessings even. 

Nature, a mother kind alike to all, 

Still grants her bliss at labour s earnest call : 

With food as well the peasant is supplied 
On Idra’s cliffs as Arno's shelvy side ; 

And though the rocky-crested summits frown. 

These rocks, by custom, turn to beds of down. 

From Art more various are the blessings sent — 
Wealth, commerce, honour, liberty, content; 

Yet these each other’s power so strong contest. 

That either seems destructive of the rest. 


A» M'lne k>n« nikcr xMitni: his sWNt 
Uciwls «t ht\ InMstnvi cuuuis, iwtHmla U o'ri> 


Whei*c wcallli and freedom reign, contentment falls ! . 
And hononr sinks where commerce long prevails. 
Hence every state, to one loved blessing prone, 
Coi\forins and models life to that alone ; 

Each to the favourite happiness attends. 

And spurns the plan that aims at other ends ; 

*rill, carried to excess in each dvunain, 

'rhis favourite good begets peculiar pain. 

but let us try these truths with closer eyes, 

Aiid tnice them through the prospect jis it lies : 

Here fi>r a while, my proper care.s resign'd. 

Here lot me .sit in sorrow for mankind ; 

Like yoi\ nejilected shrub, at r.'uulom cast. 

That shades the steep, and sighs at every blast. 


l**ar til the right, where Apennine ascends, 
j llriglit as the summer. Italy extends ; 
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Its uplands sloping dbds: the mountain's side. 
Woods over troods, in gay theatric pride ; 

While oft some temple's mocdd^g tops between. 
With venerable grandeur mark the scene. 





Could Nature’s bounty satisfy the breast, 

The sons of Italy were surely blest. 

Whatever fruits in differerit climes were found. 

That proudly lis^ or humbly court the gpround : 
Whatever blooms in torrid tects appear. 

Whose bright succession d«ks die \aried year: 
Whatever sweets salute the northern sky 
With vernal lives, that blossom but to die ; 

These, here disporting, own the kindred soil. 

Nor ask luxuriance from the planters toil ; 

While sea-bom gales thdr gelid wirigs expand, , 

To winnow fragrance round, the smiling land. 

But small the bliss that sense alone bestows. 

And sensual bliss is all the nation knows. 

In fiorid beautj* groves and fields appear, 

Man seems the only growth that dwindles here. 
Contrasted faults through all his manners reign ; 
Though poor, luxurious ; diough submissive, -rain ■, 
Though grave, yet trifimg ; zealous, yet untrue ; 

And e'en in. penance planning sins anew. 

Ail evils here contaminate the mind. 

That opulence departed leav'es behind ; 

For wealth vras theirs, not far removed the date 
When commerce proudly fiourish'd through the state; 
At her command the palace leamt to rise. 

Again the long-fall'n column sought the skies ; 

The canvas giov/d, beyond e'en Nature warm. 

Tne pregnant quarrj* teem'd with human form : 

Till, more unsteady than the southern gale. 

Commerce on other shores display'd her sail ; 

While nought remain'd of all that riches gave. 

But tov.'.ns unmannd. and lords without a slave ; 
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Ait*! Ir,!\' ih»' iui!«»n fouml with fruitless skill, 

It', (••rr.trr •»;!rU'.;iU wAn l»»i )t!t!thorie ill. 

I 

N et. :.t!j| tiu- li*'.-. t*{ wenllli is here .supplied 
I”-}- Ari^., th»' r-pleJitlhl wnrks of former pride ; 

1* th*'-:e liie feirl*l»: he.irt uud Inutr-fnirn mind, 

An r.»--y ♦■’'m}jesv..ttitm seem iti fiiul. 

llrfi* m.iy 1*»? sei-n. in hloodless pomp .Array’d, 

I h'* p,T.trlto.ird triumph .niul the c.Av.nIc.Ade ; . 
i':*vr;.v|iuvv film’d for piety niul love. 

A j;«'.ires< ..r :\ saittt iu every jjrovo. 

|Iy Sports like these .nre :ill their care.s beguiled; 

'Phe •.p'Ut'- «*f ^■‘hildr^:u .s.Aiisfy the chikl 
btaoh stobli-r :u*m, repressM by long cmitrol, 

Nov.- >5jd.‘. ;ii i.tsi. nr feeblv m.Aii.s the .sotd ; 

Whiii: low driight-; succeeding (hsl behind. 

In hapjder nte;inness occupy the mind. 

,'\'j in thns-e domes where C;e.snr.s once bore sway, 

I>efacetl by tinte, juuI tottering in decay, 

‘Plicrc in the rtiin, heedless of the tlcad, 

*Phe shelleP.seeking pens.Ant builds his .shed ; 

And. wondering man couhl w.Anl the larger pile, 

I'.xtilis. and owns his cottage with a smile. 

My .soul, uirn fmm them ; turn we to survey 
Wherfi rougher climes .a nobler race display ; 

Where the bleak Swiss their stormy mansion tread. 

And force a churlish soil for scanty bread : 

No product here the barren hills afford. 

Hut man and steel, the soldier and his s\vord ; 

No vernal blooms their torpid rocks array, 

Hut winter, lingering, chills the lap of May i 
No zephyr fondly sues the mountain’s breast. 

But meteors glare, and stormy glooms invest. 

Yet still, e’en here, content can spread a charm, 

Rcdrc.ss the clime, and all its rage disarm. 

I nriffrUi!fthiUnHtaiu/flktthttd.-V^ relate* an (Uieeclole, .veiy clianeteriuic of GoMimllh, which givw us 
ifie orlffln of lhl< couplet on lilt own confession. A friend sufprised the poet nl his desk, oceufMcd between the^ intervals of 
composilion In learhinjj a favourite doj* to sit on hi* haunches ■■ begging." The lines above were Just recently wntten. 
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Though poor the peasantfs hut, his feast tho small ; 
He sees his little lot the lot of all-; 

Sees no contiguous palace rear its head. 

To shame the meanness of' his. humble shed ; . 

No costly lord the sumptuous banquet deal, . • . ' 
To make him loathe his v^etable meal ; 

But calm, and bred in ignorance and toil. 

Each wish contracting, fits him to the soil ; 

Cheerful at morn, he wakes from short repose, 
Breasts the keen air, and carols as he goes ; * 

With patient angle trolls the finny deep. 

Or drives his venturous ploughshare to the steep ; 
Or seeks the den where snow-tracks mark the way. 
And drags the struggling savage into day. 

At night returning, every labour sped 
He sits him down, the monarch of a shed ; 

Smiles by his cheerful fire, and round surveys 
His children’s looks that brighten at the blaze ; 
Wliile his loved partner, boastful of her hoard 
Displays her cleanly platter on the board ; 

And haply, too, some pilgrim thither led, 

With many a tale repays the nightly bed. 



Thus every good his native wilds impart. 
Imprints the patriot passion on his heart ; 

And e’en those hills that round his mansion rise. 
Enhance the bliss his scanty fund supplies. 

Dear is that shed to which hfs soul conforms. 
And dear that hill which lifts him to the storms ; 
And as a child, when scaring sounds molest, 
Clings close and closer to the mother’ s breast. 

So the loud torrent, and the whirlwind's roar. 
But bind him to hi.s native mountains more. 


« /.’r.utt lUtftn air. —A ufililaf ii«e of efcU «or<i K to be found In Sbabetpeare >— 
rt " nrtaited 

it , him.-'-r/w/.v/, Aet H. Scene 
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« May lit, like falconi, cowering on the neit. 

Such are the charms to barren states assign'd ; 
Their wants but few, their wishes all confined. 

Yet let them only share the praises due ; 

If few their wants, their pleasures are but few : 

For every want that stimulates the breast. 

Becomes a source of pleasure when redress’d ; 
Whence from such lands each pleasing science flies. 
That first excites desire, and then supplies ; 
Unknown to them when sensual pleasures cloy, 

To fill the languid pause with finer joy ; 

Unknown those powers that raise the soul to flame, 
Catch every nerve, and vibrate through the frame. 
Their level life is but' a smouldering fire. 

Unquench’d b}' want, unfann’d by strong desire; 
Unfit for raptures, or if raptures cheer 
On some high festival of once a year. 

In wild excess the vulgar breast takes fire, 

Till, buried in debauch, the bliss expire. 
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But not their Jon's aionc thus coarsely flow ; 

Their morals, like their pleasures,' arc but low : 

For, as refinement stops, from sire to k^n 
Unalter dVunimprov'd, the manners run; 

And Love's and Frieirdship's finely-pointed dart 
Fall blunted from each indurated heart. 

Some sterner virtues o'er the mountain's breast 
hlay sit, like falcons, cowering on the nesV ; 

But all the gentler morals, such as play 

Through life’s more cultured walks, and charm the Nvay, 

These, far dispersed on timorous pinions fly. 

To sport and flutter in a kinder sky. 


To kinder skies, where gentler manners reign, 

I turn ; and France displays her bright domain. 

Gay. sprightly land of mirth and soci.nl ease, 
ricased with thyself, whom all the world can please ! 
How often have 1 led thy sportive choir, 

With tuneless pipe beside the murmuring Loire ! ‘ 
Where shading elms along the maigin grew, 

And freshen’d from the Nvave the zephyr flew ; 

And haply, though my harsh touch faltering still. 

But mock'd all tune, and marr d the dancer’s skill. 
Yet would the village praise my wondrous power. 
And dance, forgetful of the noon-tidc hoiu' 

Alike all ages : dames of ancient daj-s 

Have led their children through the mirthful maze ; 

And the gay grandsire, skill'd in geslic lore, 

Has frisk’d beneath the burden of threcsjcore. 


So blest a life these thoughtless reahns display, 
1 bus idly bvjsy rolls their world aw.ny. 

I heirs arc those arts that mind to mind endear, 

I* or honour forms the social temper here. 


■ -'Vs *” p(iV 







Traveller. 

Honour, that pra’ise which' real merit gains, 

Or e’en imaginary worth obtains. 

Here passes current ; paid from hand to hand, 

It shifts, in.'splendid traffic, round the land. 

From courts to camps^ to cottages it stra)'s. 

And all are taught an avatice of praise ; 

They please, are pleased they give to get esteem. 
Till, speming- blest, they gprow to what they seem. 


But- while this softer art their bliss supplies. 

It gives their follies,' also, room to rise ; 

For praise loo dearly loved, or warmly sought. 
Enfeebles all internal strength of thought; 

And the weak soul, within itself unblest. 

Leans for all pleasure on another’s breast. 
Henc^ ostentation here, with tawdry heart, 

' Pants for the* vulgar pi^’se which fools impart-; 
Here vanity assumes "her pert grimace, 

- And trims her robes of frieze with copper lace ; 
Here beggar pride defrauds her daily cheer. 

To boast one splendid banquet once a year : 

The mind still turns where shifting fashion draws. 
Nor weighs the solid worth of self-applause. 


To men .of. other mi.nds my fancy flies. 
Embosom’d in the deep where Holland lies : 
Metliinks her patient sons before me stand. 
Where the. broad ocean leans against the land. 
And, sedulous to stop the coming tide, 

Lift the tall rampire’s artificial pride. 

Onward, methinks, and diligently slow. 

The firm connected bulwark seems to grow, 
Spreac^s-its long, arms amidst the water)^ roar. 
Scoops out an empire, and usurps the shore : 
.While the pent oe'ean rising o’er the pile, 

.Sees an amphibious world beneath him smile; 
The 'slow canal, the -yellow-blossom d vale, 

-The -willow-tufted- bank, the gliding sail. 






CasseWs illusiyuted Goldsmith. 

The crowded mart, the cultivated plain, 

A new creation rescued from his reign.> 

■ Thus, while around the wave-subjected soil 
Impels the native to repeated toil. 

Industrious habits in eaich bosoin reign, 

And industry begets a love of gain, 

Kence all the good from opulence that springs, 

With all those ills superfluous treasure brings. 

Are here display’d. Their muidi-loved wealth imparts 
Convenience, plenty, elegance, and arts ; 

But view them closer, craft and fraud appear. 

E’en liberty itself is barter d here ; 

At gold’s superior charms, all freedom flies. 

The needy sell it, and the rich man buys ; . 

A land of tyrants, and a den of slaves. 

Here wretches seek dishonourable graves. 

And calmly bent, to servitude conform. 

Dull as their lakes that slumber in the storm. 


Heavens 1 how unlike their Belgic sires of old ! 
Rough, poor, content, ungovernably bold ; 

War in each breast, and freedom on each brow : 
How much unlike the sons of Britain now I • 


Fired at the sound, my genius spreads her wing. 
And flies where Britain courts the western spring 
Where lawns extend that scorn Arcadian pride, 
And brighter streams than famed Hydaspes glide. 
There all around the gentlest breezes stray. 

There gentle music melts on every spray ; 
Creation’s mildest charms are there combined. 
Extremes are only in the master’s mind. 

Stern o’er each bosom reason holds her state,* 
With daring aims irregularly great. 


’ -There m few pawtgee to be found in the range of English poetry 

'-‘f” than this felieiiou, dewipiioo of Hoibnd. 

1* Dr. Johnun was in Oban.he repeated the passage beginning with 

, J •«>'* such energy, that the tear started into his eye.— Crvter'r " Bmuetl," 
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Pride in their portj defiance in their eye, 

I see the lords of human kind pass by ; ' 

Intent on high designs, a thoughtful band. 

By forms imfashion’d, fresh from Nature’s hand. 
Fierce in their native hardiness of soul. 

True to imagined right, above control, 

While e'en the peasant boasts these rights to scan, 
And learns to venerate himself as man. 

Thine, Freedom, thine the blessings pictured here, 
Thine arc those charms that dazzle and endear ; 

Too blest, indeed, were such without- alloy. 

But fostered e’en by Freedom, ills annoy : 

That independence Britons prize too high, 

Keeps man from man, and breaks the social tie. 

The self-dependent lordlings stand alone, 

All claims that bind and sweeten life unknown ; 

Here by the bonds of nature feebly held. 

Minds combat minds, repelling and repell'd ; 
Ferments arise, imprison’d factions roar, 

Repress’d ambition struggles round her shore, 

Till, over-wrought, the general system feels 
Its motions stop, or frenzy fires the wheels. 

•Nor this the worst. As nature’s ties decay. 

As duty, love, and honour fail to sway, 

Fictitious bonds, the bonds of wealth and law. 

Still gather strength, and force unwilling awe. 

Hence all obedience bows to these alone. 

And talent sinks, and merit weeps unknown : 

Till time may come, when stript of all her charms. 

The land of scholars and the nurse of arms. 

Where noble stems transmit the patriot flame. 

Where kings have toil’d, and poets wrote for fame. 

One sink of level avarice shall lie, 

And scholars, soldiers, kings, unhonour’d die. 

Yet think not, thus when Freedom’s ills I state, 

I -mean to flatter kings, or 'court the great. 
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Ye powers of truth, that bid my soul aspire, 

Far from my bosom drive the low desire ; 

And thou, fair Freedom, taught alike to feel 
The rabble’s rage, and. tyrant s angry steel ; 

Thou transitory flower, alike undone 
By proud contempt, or favour’s fostering sun. 

Still may thy blooms the changeful clime endure, 

I only would repress them to secure-: 

For just experience tells, in every soil. 

That those who think must govern those who toil ; 
And all that freedom’s high^t aims can reach, 

Is but to lay proportion’d loads on each. 

Hence, should one order disproportion’d grow. 

Its double weight must ruin all below. 


« 

-X 


Oh, tlien, how blind to all that truth requires, 
Who tltink it freedom when a part aspires I 
Calm is my soul, nor apt to rise in arms, 

Hxcept when fast-approaching danger warms : 

But when contending chiefs blockade the throne, 
Contracting regal power to stretch their own ; 
When I behold a factious band agree 
To call it freedom when themselves are free ; 
Each wanton judge new penal statutes draw, 
Laws grind the poor, and rich men rule the law ; 
w-n climes, where savage nations roam, 

rillagcd from slaves, to purchase slaves at home ; 
Fear, pity, justice, indignation start, 

Trar off reserve, and bare my swelling heart ; 

1 ill half a patriot, half a coward grown, 

I fly from petty tyrants to the throne. 

baleful hour 

u hen first ambition struck at regal power ; 

And, thus polluting honour in its source, 
avc wealth to sway the mind with double force 
Have we not seen, round Britain’s peopled shore. 
Her useful sons exchanged for useless ore : 
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Seen all her triumphs but destruction haste, ■ 

. Like flaring tapers, brightening as they waste ; . 

Seen opulence, her grandeur to maintain, 

Lead stern depopulation in her train. 

And over flelds where scatter’d hamlets rose, 

In barren, solitary pomp repose ? 

Have we not seen, at pleasure’s lordly call, 

The smiling, long-frequented village fall ? 

Beheld the duteous son, the sire decayed, 

The modest matron, and the blushing maid, 

Forced from their homes, a melancholy train. 

To traverse climes. beyond the western main ; 

Where wild Oswego spreads her swamps around,-' 

And Niagara stuns with thundering sound ? 

E’en now, perhaps, as there some pilgrim strays 
Through tangled forests, and through dangerous ways, 
Where beasts with man divided empire claim, 

And the brown Indian marks with murderous aim j 
There, while above the giddy tempest flies. 

And all around distressful yells arise. 

The pensive exile, bending with his woe. 

To stop too fearful, and too faint to go,^ 

Casts a long look where England's glories shine. 

And bids his bosom sympathise with mine. 

Vain, very vain, my weary search to find 
That bliss which only centres in the mind ; 

• Why have I stray’d from pleasure and repose, 

To seek a good each government bestows ? 

In every government, though terrors reign. 

Though tyrant kings or tyrant laws restrain. 

How small, of all that human hearts endure. 

That part which laws or kings can cause or cure ! 

Still to ourselves in every place consign’d. 

Our own felicity we make or find : 

« Tttl»pio»Mrfttl.€md too faint Ugo.-7ias^ t*Us us that thU UnewMVmlten 0««»" ar*«» 

believe the statement. Goldsmith would scarcely have written a line so ioharmonieus as to produn m |. „ 

words the same sound four times. Boswell sutes that Johnson marked with a penai dso the eoneI.udmg ten hnes of the poem, 
-.-.pt the last couplet hut one ! and diat the Doctor added-" These are all of which I can be sura 
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With secret course, which no loud storms annoy, 
Glides the smooth current of domestic joy. 

The lifted axe, the agonising wheel, 

Luke’s iron crown,^ and Danu'en’s bed of steel,* 
To men remote from power but rarely known. 
Leave reason, faith, and conscience all our own. 


' Lnkfx itvii <-r.>»>tt.->Georse Do«a, or Dowha, headeil an insurrection of the Hungarian peasants (called Sseklers or 
Sicules] against the noMes in the reign of Ividislas 1 1 , in 1513, nnd was proclaimed king. They oommitted great cruelties, till 
they were defeated upon several occasions hy the Veisxide of Ttansylvanb, John Znpotski, and iinaliy subdued, when .George 
and his hrother Luke srerc taken prisoners George (not Lake), in derision, was placed on a throne, udth a crown on his head 
and a sceptre in his hand, ail of r^*hot iron ; while still alive hU veins were opened, and Luke was forced to drink the blood 
that flawed from them. The horrible tortures which they suffcKd are detail^ in the “Nouvelle Biographie Universelle,’* 
rtvr Uosa. The name of Siektete obviously gave rise to the mistake of ealling these brothers by the name of Siecic It is 
remarkable that in the Abfad Oreaner's Histoire des Revolutions de Hongaries,” La Haye, 1739, voL L, p. 99, George is 
called b}’ llie name of Snkely. 

* Damieu't M <■/ jAv/.— Robert Francois Damien, known as Robert le Diable, was a man of savage and^ moody 
disposition and disordered inteilecL Upon the gth of January, tygy, he attempted the life of Louis XV., by wounding him 
with n knife ns he uas going into his carriage. D.-imien was seized, nnd put to the torture to feree a confession of hb acoom- 
pliees, but in vain. He was put to death on the oSth of March, in a manner too revoltiag to detail, and bore his tortures with 
unflinching firmness. See “Xoavelle Biographie Vniiwnelle,’* tvee Dimien. Tom Davi^ in a letter to Ctaqger, says that 
by the " bed of steel ** Goldsmith meant the tack. 
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A POETICAL EPlliTLE TO LORD CLARE. 


1 INTRODUCTION. 

A MONGST the intimate friends of Goldsmith was one Robert Nugeht— • 
an Irishman, jovial, social, and not over-refined — tall, awkward, good- 
humoured, and bold— possessed of a ready wit and no mean poetical ability. 
He was for many years an active member of the House of Commons, and on 
tlje accession of the Chatham Administration he was raised to the peerage, in 
1766. as Baron Nugent and Viscount Clare, and ten years afterwards created 
^arl Nugent. The poet passed much time with the peer at . his seat at 
Gosfield Park, in Essex, in unrestrained and joyous intercourse. On one 
« occasion-probably early in 1771— tlie peer sent the poet a haunch of Venison, 
B "^as not published 

^ Nu^nt has- done more to preserve the memory of Lord 

1 HKm™ H“P«=^'0fClareis^ncl.but 

f ddfaelH™.^“f“‘’ harmless ia its satire, aad comic in its 

I e^^e^r I hT^"' ^ f'^m the life, it notvhere violates 

1 ^ [“‘‘"S; Creker observes that Goldsmith "ought to 

I raadT? Tte t ' “■* have beea 

f rr^iT '' k> (whit eve./^““ 

1 no ftS ’ *0 the feu, lines quoted by Crefcer, for it goes 


fmW or smoked in a platter. 

k "ma a picture for painters to study. 

f V'' “ "'’"‘h- ®"‘* "ms so ruddy • 

I Th^gh my stomach was sharp, I could scarce help re^tting 

« «.ve.c To spoil such a delicate picture by eating: “P '^STetttng 

■?• u- 1 *'',°“Sl'ls in my chamber to place it in view 

1 o Im shown to my friends as a piece of vertii ; 



The Hamteh of Venison, 


As in sonic -Irish houses, where things are so-so, 

One gammon of bacon liangs up for a show ; 

I?ut, for eating a rasher of what they take pride in, 

1'licy’d as soon tliink of eating the pan it is fried in. 

But hold — let me pause — don-t I hear you pronounce, 

This talc of the bacon’s a damnable bounce ? 

Well, supi^ose it a bounce — sure a poet may try, 

By a bounce now and then, to get courage to fly. 

But, my lord, it's no bounce ; I protest in my turn, 

It’s a truth, and your lordship may ask Mr. Byrne.* 

To go on with my tale, as I gazed on the haunch, 

I thought of a friend that was trusty and staunch ; 

So I cut it, and sent it to Reynolds undrest, 

To paint it or cat it, just as he liked best. ' 

Of the neck and the breast I had next to dispose — 

’Twas a neck and a breast that might rival Monroe’s ; * 

But in parting with these I was puzzled again;. 

With the how and the ivho, and the where and the when, 
There’s H — d,* and C — ^y,* and H — ^rth,® and 
I think they love ven’son — I know they iove beef; 

There’s my countr 3 'man Higgins— -oh ! let him alone, 

For making a blunder, or picking a bone. 

But hang it ! to poets who seldom can eat 
Your very good mutton’s a very good treat ; 

Such dainties to. them their health it might hurt, 

It’s like sending them ruffles when wanting a shirt. 

While thus I debated, in reverie centred, 

An acquaintance, a friend as he call’d himself, enter’d : 

An under-bred, flne-spoken fellow was he, 

And he smiled as he look’d at the ven’son and me. 


• J/r. /^niA—Mkbael Jiyrm, Eaq., of CaUnledr, 5 n the county of Dublin; son of Robert Byrne and Clan, sister of 
Lord Ciare. 

* /fonnrV— Dorothy Monroe, a eelebrated beauty of the day. - u j 

a n dC— Possibly the Hon. Charles Howard, oAerwaids tenth duke ot Horiblk, one of the bteiary mer of the dv- 

< C - — ^.—George Coleman, the eelebrated dramatic srriter, and lessee of Covenl Garden Theatre, and afterwards of the 
Haymarket; hem in 1733, and died in 1794. 

» //— rf*,— The great painter, William Hogarth, cannot be intebded, as he died in XJ64. preri^ to the eimniiond 
Vngent to the peerage. Probably the person meant was Dr. John Haafkesworth, well known for lus papers in The 
Adventurer,'' imd Ills tale of “Almoran and Hamel.'' He was horn In ,713, and died in *773. . r x. ■ . 

s // ^-PaulHilfernan, a dramatic and periodical writer, boro in Dublin in 1719. He sros educated fwllie^l. 

hood in Ftanee, end returned to hia naUve dty to-praedse medione. He went to ImndombeMme known to 
Muiphr. nnd wrote four playi, one of which was soccessfal. He WM a man of aome genius, but of coane mind end oiTeiisive 
manneis, led a dissipated and disreputable life^ and died ia porerty in London, 1777- 

23 * ^ 







wr-'y 


BDMUIIO BURKBr 


“ What have we got here ? — ^Why, this is good eating ! 
Your own, I suppose, or is it in waiting ?’’ 

“ Why, yrhose should it be ?” cried I, with a flounce ; 

“ 1 get these things often ” — ^but that was a bounce : 

“ Some lords, my acquaintance, that settle the nation. 

Arc pleased to be kind — ^but 1 hate ostentation." 

“If that be the case, then," cried he, very gay, 

" I'm glad 1 have taken this house in my way. 

To-morrow you take a poor dinner with me ; 

No words — I insist on’t — precisely at three : 

Well have Johnson and Burke, all the wits will be there ; 
My acquaintance is slight, or I’d ask my Lord Clare. 

And, now that I think on't, as I am a sinner. 

We wanted this venison to make out the dinner. 







What' say you ?— a pasty, it shall and it must, - 
And my wife, little Kitty, is famous for crust. 

Here, porter — this ven son with me to Mile-end : 

'No stirring', I beg', my dear. friend — ^my dear friend !” 
Thus, snatching his hat, he brush'd off like the wind. 
And the porter and eatables follow’d^ behind. 

Left alone to reflect, having emptied my shelf, 

And “ nobody with me at-sea but myself;” 

Tho’ I could not help thinking my gentleman hast}', 

, Yet Johnson, and Burke, and a good ven’son pasty. 

Were things that I never disliked iii my life, 

■ Though clogg’d with a coxcomb, and Kitty his wife. 

So next day, in due splendour to make my approach,' 

I drove to his door in my own hackney coach. 

When come to the place where we all. were to dine 
(A chair-lumber’d closet, just twelve feet by nine). 

My friend bade me welcome, but struck me quite dumb, 
With tidings that Johnson and Burke would not come I* 

“ For I knew it,” he cried, “both eternally fail. 

The one with his speeches, and t’other with Thrale ; . 

But no matter, I’ll warrant we make up the part)'. 

With two full as clever, and ten times as hearty. 

The one is a Scotchman, the other a Jew, 

' They’re both of them meriy, and authors like you ; 

The one writes the Snarler,- the other the Scourge : 

Some think he writes Cinna — he- owns to Panurge.” 

While thus he described them by trade and by name. 

They enter'd, and dinner was served as they came. 

At the top a fried liver and bacon were seen. 

At the bottom was tripe, in a swinging tureen ; 

At the sides there was spinach and pudding made hot ; 

In the hliddle a place where the pasty — was not. 

' Now, my lord, as foi^ tripe, it’s my utter aversion, 

And your bacon I hate like a Turk or a Persian ; 

nbleto.oneeofWhe»;p«cia.edB»ric. and John^n. In -Th. Haunch of Vnnison,' par..:. Hy an 
Satire of Baikau. when Goldmith came to the French poet's line annonncins the non^mval of the premired sranu gue« 

•Nous n’nvons, mk'4-il dft, n! Lambeit ni Molihre’— 

he put in the place of the orisinal names those of the two supreme objects of.his own adnnration."-*cf«.*/ BurU’s t. 
EHmundBnrtx* ^33, v'"*^****' 



CassclVs Illusiraicd Goldsmith. 


So there I sat stuck, like a horse in a pound, 

While the bacon and liver went merrily round : ~ . 

But what vex’d me most, was that d — ^’d Scottish rogue. 
With his long-winded speeches, his smiles', and his brogfue ; 
And “ jMadam,” quoth he, "may this bit be my powon, 

A prettier dinner I never set eyes on ! . 

Pray a slice of your liver, though may I be curst. 

But I’ve ate of your tripe till I’m ready to burst.” 

“ The tripe)” quoth the Jew, with his chocolate chedc, 

I could dine on this tripe seven days in the week : 

I like these here dinners so pretty and small ; 

But your friend there, the doctor, eats nothing at all.’ 

“ Oh, ho 1” quoth my friend, “he’ll come on in a trice. 
He’s keeping a comer for something that’s nice : 

There’s pasty.” — “ A pasty !” repeated the Jew ; , 

“ I don’t care if I keep a comer for t too.” 

“ What the de’il, mon, a pMty !” re-echoed the Scot ; 

“ Though splitting, 111 still keep a comer for that.” 

“ We’ll all keep a comer,” the lady cried out ; 

“ We’ll all keep a comer,” was echoed about. 

While thus we resolved, and the pasty delay’d. 

With looks that quite petrified, enter d the maid ; 

A visage so sad, and so pale with affright, 

Waked Priam in drawing his curtains by night. 

But we quickly found out (for who could mistake her ?) 
That she came with some terrible news from the baker : 
And so it fell out, for that negligent sloven 
Had shut out the pasty on shutting his oven. 

Sad Philomel thus — ^but let similes drop — 

And now that I think on’t. the storj* may stop. 

To be plain, my good lord, it’s but labour misplaced, 

T o send such good verses to one of your taste : 

^ ou ve got an odd something — a kind of discerning — 

.'\ relish — a taste — sicken'd over by learning ; 

.‘\t least, it's your temper, as verj' well known. 

That you think verj* slightly of all that's your own : 

So. perhaps, in your habits of thinking amiss, 

\ ou may make a mistake, and think slightly of this. 
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INTRODUCTION. 


invested with more than ordinary interest, for 
i[ production of Goldsmith’s pen.- Written at 

& intcjvals, during bodily suffering, and while his mind was 

case— left, indeed, unfinished when. the hand of 
li Death was laid upon hini — it still exhibits his genius in 

undiminished brightness. Had he not left this composition 
behind him, posterity could not have formed an adec^^uate estimate 
of the powers of Goldsmith. Without it we could not have known 
wliat a high order of wit, in its truest sense, he possessed ; with what an 
accurate sense for discriminating character he was endowed, and with' what 
terse and epigrammatic vigour he could delineate it. The portraits are all 
drawn with force— some of them with the skill and truth of a master. The 
j strokes of satire, interspersed, are, like boreal lightning, luminous yet ‘ 
I innocuous j .and the praise which he bestows, though occasionally of the 
highest, is never offensive. A gentler , vengeance was never inflicted, a j 
K' kindlier retaliation never administered. * B 

I We cannot better introduce the poem than by transcribing Garrick's \ 
account of its origin, first given, to the world by Mr. Peter Cunningham in his ! 
admirable edition of Goldsmith’s works : — J 

At a meeting' of a company of gentlemen, who were well known to each other, and jl 
diverting themselves, among many other things, with the peculiar oddities of Dr. Goldsmith, jj 
who never w'ould allow a superior in any art, from writing poetry down to dancing a hornpipe, » 
tf the Doctor with great eagerness insisted upon trying his epigrammatic powers with Mr. Garrick, || 
i and each of them was to write the other's epitaph. Mr. Garrick immediately said that bis a 
f epitaph was finished, and spoke the following distich extempore : — ^ 

f '* ll«ie lies Noi.LV Culdsiiiilh, for shortness call'd Noll, Ja 

tf Who wrote like an ansel, but talk'd like poor Poll” \\ 

Goldsmith, upon the company's laughing very heartily, grew very thoughtful, and either 
would not, or could not, write anything at that time ; however, he went to work, and some fl 
weeks after produced the following printed poem, called “ Retaliation,” which has been rf 
'much admired, and gone through 'several editions. . The publick in general have been jl 
r mistaken in imagining that this poem was written in anger .by the Doctor j it was just the W 
contrary ; the whole on all sides was done with the greatest good humour ; and the fallowing jf 
1 poems in manuscript were written by several of the gentlemen on purpose to provoke the 
I Doctor to an answer, which came forth at last with great credit to hiin in “ Retaliation. ' W 

D. GARRICK [MS.] ft 


< The place referred to was uot the “Turk's Head," as someiintes suiiposed, but “St Jamess C^ee B^, 
frequented by Addison and Steele i and. in iater times, by Guldsniith, Garrick, and their fnmds. It was the ^t home 
but one on the soultwest ouriier of St JeincsVi Street. It was taken down about sSeS, and a laise pie of binUins^ 
looking down Pali Mail, erected on iu site. 
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F old,. when Scarron^ his companions invited; 

Each guest brought his dish, and the feast was united ; 

If our landlord supplies us with beef and with fish. 

Let each guest bring himself, and he brings the best dish : 
^ ‘Y' ^ Our dean® shall be venison, just fresh from thfe plains ; 

Our Burke® shall be tongue, with the garnish of brains ; 

Our WillVshall be wild-fowl, of excellent flavour. 

And Dick,® with his pepper, shall heighten the savour ; 

Our Cumberland’s® sweet-bread its place shall obtain, 

^ And Douglas' is pudding, substantial and plain ; 

Our Garrick’s® a salad— for in him we see 
I ’ Oil, vinegar, sugar, and saltness agree; . 

^ To make out the dinner, full certain I am, 

f That Ridge® is anchovy, and Reynolds^ is lamb ; 

, » StarrVH.—TmX Scantm, Vnown V «He of “ Cul de Jatte," from K» dcfwnnly, •was mm of Ae vrU^t wiwjf 

f of comedy in Fnqce in the Mventeemh century. Despite of his physicni iniirmiiies and suflerinES. he pass^ thimg 
I UuKhins and maUns othets laus^i and died ^idSo] with n joke about death on his Ups. GoUbmith translated his am 
I Comique.** ' , 

1 • Our OfaHr-Vr. Thomas Barnatd, Dean of Deny, and a member of the Liteiary Club. He was a student in Trinity 

b College, Dublin, at the same time as GoMsmith, though it does not appear that they were acquainted there. He was a man 
|r of wit and learning, and a great friend ofjahnion’s, whose rudeness to him, notwithstanding, on one occasion, ga've rise to 
If some clever verses of Barnard's. He was afterward Bishop of KQIaioe, and, finally, of Limeridc. 

J > Our BMntr.— Edmund Buihe, the great atatesman, then rising Idph in public eslimatlon as " the first man in the 

Cjoramons.'* He was an original member of the Uterary Club, 

r * Our Il'iiM— William Burke, a cousin of Edmund's, mid a man of considerable learning. He wrote many pieces of 

I merit bath in prose and in verse, some at which, uodet the rignature of ’* Valeas,” were attributed to Edmund. He died in 

t rygS. See Prior's *' Life of Burke." 

9 > rf nif Diet —Richard Burke, a younger brother of Edmund, distinguished as a wit, a politician, a writer, and a lawyer, 

M rtf whom Lord Mansfield had a high opinion. He became one of the Secretaries of btaie in i yfia, and afterwards Recorder of 
^ llriMul. Uewaseelebratedforhis wit and humour, and used to play off practical Jokes on Edmund and other friends. Both 

II lii\ leg and atm were fractured. He died in ,794. 

if * Our OiinfirWIisii/.— Richard Cumberland, dramatist, novelist, and poet. He accompanied Lord Halifax to Ireland, 
II end was sub^ueniiy sent on a mission to Spain, He is now best known by bis memoirs. He was a generous and lionourable 
man, but tain and inritable, and was the original of Sir Fretfid Plagiary, in Sheridan's *■ Critic." He died in rSt r. 

If * Pfutba —John Duuglas, afterwards Bishop of Carlisle, whence be was translaled to Salisbury. Me was a good 
« sriiobr. and pissessed of taste and a sound, logical understanding. He published an aide defence of Milton, against Lauder^ 
Jl iharge of plagiary : a powetfui essay, in answer to llume, on the subject of miracles ; and many miscellaiwous works. He 
Jn d.c.l in ifoy 

jr • (•MrCurmi.- David Garrick, the greatest histrionic genius that England has produced. To him the Stage owes, in 

. y a Sfvai nraMiir, the lesioraiion of Shakespeare, and iis imrificaliim from the grass licenliousness which disgraced it from the 
I l.v.e cl Charles 11 , He was for many years manager of Drury Lane ; and besides some farces and tirolognes, he wrote 

I (Cer.i .ml pieces, songs, and eiagrams. He liied in 170 

T? . * *^'’*< 5 **’* *'*'*'l***b« Irish Bar in 1760, and retired from Twaclice In rTTd. As he disappears from the 

II < f it.e pt.frsu.^ in 17JS, t presume llul he was then Ueail 

,K s *' Joshm tteyri'iMs, the founder of the English Scluud of Painting, the first President of the Royal 

• q A 1, 1 - „Y. |*.S Resniiut of the ] Jterary Club, and the atfable bust ufthe celebrated l.eicesier Square dinners. " One of the 
' 't<.*-.rab:si-.eni.f t.:iiis:e. There was no nure amUble man or delightful companion than Reynolds." When studying 


Retaliation. 


UAVIO GAXmCK. 


That Hickey’s' a capon, and by the same rule, 
Magnanimous Goldsmith a gooseberry fool. 

At a dinner so various, at such a repast, 

Who’d not be a glutton, and stick to the last ? 

Here, waiter, more wine ! let me sit while I’m able, 

Till all my companions sink under the table ; 

Then, with chaos and blunders encircling my head. 

Let me ponder, and tell what I think of the dead. 

. Here lies the good dean, re-united to earth. 

Who mix’d reason with pleasure, and wisdom wth mirth 


■in Rome he caught cold» which reiulted In pennanent deafness, and obliged Urn to usean ear^trumpet.^ ^s, and his haUt of 
taking aiiulTy are pleasantly alluded to in the last line* that Goldsmith ever wrote. Sir Joshua was a dbn'nguisiiea art-wriier, 
and left fifteen disooutses delivered at the Academy* and some contributions to general literature. He died in <791. 

1 /ftfvEsy.'^Tbomas Hickey, an Irishman, and an attorney and fKend of Goldsmith, at whose ei^iease ^he was in the 
Imbit of indulging his somewhat coarse raillery. He Joined Goldsmith at Paris in 1770, and did not fail to bnng hade seme 
Judicious stories of the poet. 1 cannot find his name amongst the Irish piactiUbners, I presume he was a member of the pro- 
feirion in England. 













Casscifs Illustrated Goldsmith. 




If he had any faults, he has left us in doubt ;• 

At least in six weeks I could not find ’em .but ; 

Yet some have declared, and it can’t be denied ’em, 
That sly-boots was cursedly cunning to hide ’em. 


Here lies our good Edmund, whose genius was such, 
We scarcely can praise it, or blame it, too much ; 

Who, born for the universe, narrow’d his mind. 

And to part}*" gave up what was meant for mankind. 
Though fraught with all learning, yet straining liis throat 
To persuade Tommy Townshend^ to lend him a vote ; 
Who, too deep for his hearers, still went on refining, 

And thought of convincing while they thought of dining ; . 
Though equal to all things, for all things unfit, 

Too nice for a statesman, too proud for a wit ; 

For a patriot too cool ; for a drudge, disobedient; 

And too fond of the right to pursue the expedient. 

In short, ’twas his fate, unemploy’d, or in place, sir. 

To eat mutton cold, and cut blocks with a razor. 


Here lies honest William, whose heart was a mint, 
While the owner ne’er knew half the good that was in’t ; 
The pupil of impulse, it ibreed him along, 

His conduct still right, witli his argument wrong ; 

Still aiming at honour, yet fearing to roam, 

The coachman was tipsy, the chariot drove home. 

Would you ask for his merits ? alas ! he had none : 

W hat was good was spontaneous, his faults were his own. 


Here lies honest Richard, whose fate I must sigh at ; 
Alas I that such frolic should now be so quiet ! 

What spirits were his ! what w'it and what whim 
Xow breaking a jest, and now breaking a limb ; 

Now wrangling and grumbling to keep up the ball ; 
Now teasing and vexing, yet laughing at all ! 


K" 
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J In short, so provoking a devil was Dick, ' 

^ We wish’d liim full ten times a day at Old Nick ; 
j Hut, missing his mirtli and agreeable vein. 

^ As often we wish’d to have Dick back again. 

Here Cumberland lies, having acted his parts. 

The Terence of England, the mender of ■ hearts; 

A flattering painter,' who made it his. care 
' To draw men as they ought to be. not as they arc. 

His gallants are all faultless, his women divine. • 

^ And Corned)- wonders at being so fine : 

Like a traged)- queen he has dizen’d her out. 

Or rather like Tragedy gi\nng a rout. 
r His fools have their follies so lost in a crowd 

Of virtues and feelings, that Folly grows proud ; 

^ And coxcombs alike in their failings alone, 

Adopting his portrait, are pleased with their own. 

Say where has our poet this malady caught. 

Or wherefore his characters thus without fault } 

Say, was it that, vainly directing his view, 

To find out men’s virtues, and finding them few, 

Quite sick of pursuing each troublesome elf, 

He grew lazy at last, and drew for himself.^ 

Here Douglas retires from his toils to relax, 

The scourge of impostors, the terror of quacks : 

Come, all ye quack bards, and ye quacking divines, 

. Come and dance on the s'pot where your tyrant reclines. 

When satire and censure encircled his throne. 

I fear’d for your safety, I fear’d for my own ; 

But now he is gone, and we want a detector. 

Our Dodds* shall be pious, our Kenricks" shall lecture ; 
Maepherson® write bombas^ and call it a style. 

Our Townshend make speeches, and I shall compile ; 

I TheRev. Wm. l)odd. LLD.. a man of leareh^and eloquence, but wi^t principle or He 

a popular pKacher,u‘nite a noiel of doubtrul moialiQ'i published smmerous compiUtions, and edited the "Chn-tMa 
Masarine." He end«dadi«crediiable Kfeon lhegan<nr*,for foiBery. **>6 S41I1 of Fetanaiy. , t 

a Our AVnr&ib^U'iniain Kenrick. a haefc-wriier ofmoderate abHitj- and imiaoderaie inal«;aity. He awiilM 
who treated him with silent contempt j and attacked Goldsmith on several oceadons. in reviews and msasn^ Biekwuir 
describes him as "the vilest miscreant that eier dishaaouted a pretenwon to literature. BosweU «J* “« oMaiart m. 
decree of LL-Dl from a Scotch university. "He used to lectaie.” says Mr. Forster, "on every conceivable subject, fium 
.Shakespeare to pnpetual motien.' nnaHy, he took to drinkine. devnyed his eoasiitntfoa. aod died in 

1 MKftersen.-Jaaee Maepberson. the author of the poems of Ossian, of a prose traaslstloa of the Iliad of Homer. 
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MR JOSHUA RKVMOUM. 

New Lauders^ and Bowers” tire Tweed shall cross over, 
No countryman living their tricks to discover ; 

Detection her taper shall quench to a spark, 

And Scotchman meet Scotchman, and cheat in the dark. 

Here lies David Garrick, describe me who can. 

An abridgment of all that was pleasant in man : 

As an actor, confess’d without rival to shine ; 

As a wit, if not first, in the very first line ; 


[ an4 pther Dr Johnun denminccd the fonncr to be an impostlion a% ever the world wa4 troubled witb.' 

n Macpheivn wime an ansrr Utter . and Johiivm, In rqdy, called Mm a cheat and a rtifTian. Macpheison 'never prodiicetl 
'T the Utvan MSS. and the aulhcniiciiy of the pnemtn Mill an unsettled qurttlon. He died In iTgfi. 

y * ilaN.drfv.— Wtllum l-auder, a Scotchnun. who h now remembered only for hh attack upon htilion* whom he accused 
|l • r I>r. {n hit defence of Milton, convicted Unider of forsery nnd imputiure In hit quotallent, who w.is 

[V I «xr<l by r>r Jnhnvtn to lubscrilw a eonfesiion, which wat publuhed. Lauder lost charaeiert was ruined and dc«pised, and 
LV went tv lUrIvidneS where he died in 1771. 

jo * Archibald lUwer, a Skoti h Roman Catholic. He entered, as a noviciate, the Order of Jesuits at Rome : 

Jf a tTkfe««.T. at Ma^’craia; and after rarinov adventures c.ime to En|«land| was introduced to CUrke and 

I « V “fhfVy, aa J conformed la the Church of England D*fd Lyttletoti i:ave him the custody of hie none, and he wrote for the 
^ He rr;aincd the Jesuit*, an 1 a*uii lefi ihetn, llUjirincipal wutk wae a hUtory of the Pope*. He died In 176^ 
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Retaliation. 


Yet, with talents like these, and an excellent heart, 

The man had his failings, a dupe to his art. 

Like an ill-judging beauty, his colours he spread, 

. And beplaster’d with rouge his own natural red. 

On the stage he was natural, simple, affecting ; 

’Twas only that when he was off he was acting. 

• With no reason on earth fo go out of his way. 

He turned and he varied full ten times a day; 

Though secure, of our hearts, yet confoundedly sick, 

If they were not his own by finessing and trick : 

He cast off his friends as a huntsman his pack, 

For he knew, when he pleased, he could whistle them back. 
Of praise a mere glutton, he swallow’d what came. 

And the puff of a dunce he mistook it for fame ; 

Till his relish grown callous, almost to disease. 

Who pepper’d the highest, was surest to please. 

But let us be candid, and speak out our mind, 

If dunces applauded, he paid them in kind. 

Ye Kenricks, ye Kellys,^ and Wdodfalls,* so grave, 

What a commerce was yours, while you got and you gave ! 
How did Grub-street re-echo the shouts that you raised, 
While he was be-Roscius’d and you were be-praised ! 

But peace to his spirit^ wherever it flies, 

To act as an angel, and mix with the skies ; 

Those poets who owe their best fame to his skill, 

Shall still be his flatterers, go where he will ; 

Old Shakespeare receive him with praise and with love, 

And Beaumonts and Bens be his Kellys above. 

Here Hickey reclines, a most blunt, pleasant creature. 

And slander itself must allow him good-nature ; 

He cherish'd his friend, and he relish’d a bumper. 

Yet one fault he had, and that one was a thumper ! 

Perhaps you may ask if the man was a miser ? 

I answer. No, no, for he ahyays vrzs wiser. 



Wood&U. the printer of "JniaBf* Letters- in the Aik<frtiur. anJ «.h.e^«ai!r Vj? 

proprietor and editor of the Jfmiiiig Cirmiele. He died in >8pi. rW 
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Too courteous, perhaps, or obligingly flat ? 

His very worst foe caii’t accuse him of that. 

Perhaps* he confided in men as they go. 

And so was too foolishly honest ? Ah, no ! 

Then what was his failing ? come tell it, and burn ye. 

He was — could he help it ? — sl special attorney. 

. Here Reynolds is laid, and to tell you my mind. 

He has not left a wiser or better behind ; 

His pencil was striking, resistless, and grand ; 

His manners were gentle, complying, and bland ; 

Still born to improve us in every part. 

His pencil ouir faces, his manners our heart : 

To coxcombs averse, yet most civilly steering. 

When they judged without skill, he was still hard of hearing 
When they talk’d of thar Raphaels, Correggios, and stuff. 

He shifted his trumpet, and only took snuff. . 


STAHZAS 

ox THE TAKING OF QUEBEC, AND DEATH OF GENERAL WOLFE. 

S MIDST the clamour of exulting joys. 

Which triumph forces from die patriot heart, 

^ ^ Grief dares to mingle her soul-piercing voice, 

And quells the raptures which from pleasure start. 

O Wolfe I to thee a streaming flood of woe. 

Sighing, we pay, and think e’en conquest dear ; 

Quebec in vain shall teach our breast to glow. 

While thy sad fate extorts the heart-wrung tear. 

Alive, the foe thy dreadful vigour fled, 

And saw thee fall with joy-pronouncing eyes ; 

Y ct they shall know thou conquerest, though dead, 

Since from thy tomb a thousand heroes rise. 


/i£s(r 


An Elegy 


SliEGY 

ox THE GLORY OF HER SEX, MRS. MARY BLAIZE; 

OOD people all, with one accord, 
Lament for Madam Blaize, 

Who never wanted a good word, — 
From those who spoke her praise. 

The needy seldom pass’d the door, 

And always found her kind : 

She freely lent to all the poor,— 

Who left a pledge behind. 

She strove the neighbourhood to please. 

With manners wondrous winning ; 

And never follow’d wicked ways, — 

Unless when she was sinning. 

At church in silks and satins new. 

With hoop of monstrous size. 

She never slumber’d in her pew, — 

But when she shut her eyes. 

Her love Avas sought, I do aver. 

By twenty beaux and, more ; 

The king himself has follow’d her,— 

When she has walk’d before. 

But now her wealth and finery fled, 

Her hangers-on cut short all ; 

The doctors found, when she was dead, — 

Her last disorder mortal. 


Let us lament, in sorrow sore. 

For Kent Street Avell may say. 

That had she lived a twelvemonth more,- 
She had not died to-day. 
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EEPING, murmuring, complaining, 
Lost to ever)' gay delight ; 

Mira, too sincere for feigning. 

Fears th’ approaching bridal night 

Y et why impair thy bright perfection. 

Or dim thy beauty with a tear ? 

Had Mira follow’d my direction. 

She long had wanted cause of fear. 
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IBfTHOSUOTIOIT. 


W HATEVER be the relative merits of the two Comedies that Goldsmith has left us — 
and each has its advocates for the supeziority-^there is no doubt that “She. Stoops to 
Conquer” is that upon which his character as a dramatic writer most securely rests. It was 
produced for the first time on the 15th of Mairh, 1773, at Cox-ent Garden j was received with 
a heartiness of applause that carried ex’erj'thing — even the solitary hiss of an envious enemy — 
before it, and secured its triumph — a triumph that xvas nightly renewed till the end of the season. 
The main incident in the piece, round which all the others revolve, is the mistaking Squire 
Hardcastle's house for a country inn, an idea suggested by a joke played off on Goldsmith in 
his sixteenth year by a wag in Ardagh, who directed him to Squire Fetherstonc’s, as the village 
inn, where the joke was humoured and undiscovered till night. The play is full of broad, 
farcical humour, relieved with some passages of a sentimental nature ; and,' with one or two 
exceptions, there is no x*iolation of decorum. Tony Lumpkin is a character sui generis j one 
that has come to have an individual reality, as wdi known to us as “ Bob Acres” or " Scrub.” 
Old Hardcastl^ with all his old-fashioned whimsicalities, is true to nature— overdrawn just 
enough for stage effect ; and the extravagances of his wife are highly entertaining. There is 
a constant vivacity in the dialogue that amuses, and a frequent recurrence of the ludicrous, 
which is irresistibly provocative of laughter, and makes us feel the truth of Dr. Johnson’s 
criticism ; " I know no comedy, for many years, that has so much esdiilarated an audience ; 
that has answered so much the great end of comedy, making an audience merr}-." 


dramatis PERSONiE. 


Sir Charles Marluw. 
Yiiusg Marluw (his son;. 
Hardcasile. 

Hastings. 

Tony LfMVMN. 

Dicourv. 


Mrs. Hardcastle. 

Miss Hardcastle. 

Miss Neville. 

Maid. 

Landloul, S warns, &c. £:c. 





ACT I. 

SCKNH 1 . — A scene in an oM-fas/iioncd house, 

, llnter Mrs. Hardcastle and Mr. Hardcastle. 

Mrs. Jfani. I vow, Mr. Hardcastle, you're veiy particular.* Is there a 
creature in the whole countr}', but ourselves, that does not take a trip to town 
now and then to rub off the rust a little ? There’s the two Miss Hoggs, and 
our neighbour Mrs. Grigsby, go to take a month's polishing eveiy winter. 

//ard. Ay, and bring back vanity and affectation to last them the whole 
3 ‘car. I wonder why London cannot keep its own fools at home. In my time, 
the follies of the town crept slowly among us, 'but now they travel faster than a 
stagc'coach. Its fopperies come down, not only as inside passengers, but in the 
verj' basket. 

Mrs. Hard. Ay,yonr times were fine times, indeed you have been telling 
us of them for many a long year. Here we live in an old rumbling mansion, 
that looks for all the world like an inn, but that we never see company. Our 
best visitors arc old Mrs. Oddhsh, the curate’s wife, and little Cripplegate, the 
lame dancing-master; and ail our entertainment, your old stories of Prince 
Eugene and the Duke of Marlborough. I hate such old-fashioned trumpery. 

Hard. And I love it. I love everything that's old : old friend^ .old times, 
old manners, old books, old wine; and, I believe, Dorothy (faking iier hand), 
you’ll own I have been pretty fond of an old wife. 

Mrs. Hard. I^rd, Mr. Hardcastle you’re for ever at your Dorothys, and your 
old wives. You may be a Darby, but I’ll be no Joan, I promise you. I’m not so 
old as you’d make me by more than one good year. Add twenty to twenty, 
and make money of that. 

Hard. Let me see ; twenty added to twenty, makes just fifty and seven. 

Mrs. Hard. , It’s false Mr. Hardcastle : I was but twenty when Tony, that 
I had by Mr. Lumpkin, my first husband, was bom ; and he’s not come to years 
of discretion yet. 

Hard. Nor ever will, I dare answer for him. Ay, you have taught him 
. finely. 
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Mrs. Hard. No matter, Toiiy Lumpkin has a good fortune. My son is not 
to live by his learning. I don't think a boy wants much learning to spend 

fifteen hundred a year. • . 

Hard. Learning, quotha ! a mere composition of tricks and mischief. 

Mrs. Hard. Humour, my dear : nothing but humour. . Gome, Mr. Hard- 
castle, you must allow the boy a little humour. 

Hard. I’d sooner allow him a horse-pond. . If burning the footman’s shoes, 
frighting the maids, worrying the kittens— be humour, he has it. It was but 
yesterday he fastened my wig to the back pf my chair, and when I went to 
make a bow, I popt my bald head in Mrs. Frizzle’s face. 

Mrs. Hard. And am I to blame ? .The poor boy was always too sickly to 
do any good. A school would be his death. When he comes to be a little 
stronger, who knows what a year or two’s Latin may do for him ? 

Hard. Latin for him ! A cat and fiddle. No, ho, the ale-house and the 
stable are the only schools jie’ll ever go to. 

Mrs. Hard. Well, we must not snub the poor boy now, for I believe we 
shan’t have him long among -us. Anybody that- looks in -his face may see he’s 
consumptive. 

Hard. Ay, if growing too fat be one of the symptoms. 

Mrs. Hard. He coughs sometimes. / - 

Hard. Y es, when his liquor goes the wrong way. 

Mrs. Hard. I’m actually afraid of his lungs. 

Hard. And truly so am I ; for he sometimes whoops like a speaking trumpet. 
— (Tony hallooing behind the scenes) — Oh, there he goes — a very consumptive 
figure, truly. 

Enter TONY, crossing the stage. 

Mrs. Hard. Tony, where are you going, my charmer? Won’t you give 
papa and me a little of your company, lovee ? 

Tony. I'm in haste, mother ; I eannot stay. 

Mrs. Hard. You shan’t venture out this raw evening, my dear you look 
most shockingly. 

T my. I can’t stay, I tell you. The Three Pigeons expects me down every 
moment. Tliere’s some fun going forward. 

Hard. Ay ; the ale-house, the old place: I thought so. 

Mrs. Hard. A low, paltry set of fellows. 

Tony. Not so low neither. There’s Dick Muggins the exciseman. Jack 
Slang the horse-doctor, little Aminadab that grinds the music-box, and Tom 
Twist that .spins the pewter platter. 

Mrs. Hard. Pray, my dear, disappoint them for one night at least. 

T my. As for disappointing than, I should not so much mind ; but I can't 
abide to disappoint myself, 

Mrs. Hard. {Detaining him.) You shan't go. 

Tony. I will, I tell you. 

Mrs. Hard. I say you shan’t. 
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Tony. We’ll-see which is tlie strongest, you or I ! 

{Exit, hauling her out.) 

■ HARDCASTti; solus. . 

Hard. Ay, there goes a pair that only spoil eadi other. But is not the- 
whole age in a combination to drive sense and discretion out of doors? There’s 
my pretty darling Kate; the fashions of the times have almost infected her too. 
By living a year or two in town, she is as fond of gauze, and French frippery, as 
the best of them. 

Enter Miss. Hardcastle, 

Hard Blessings on my pretty innocence! . Drest out as usual, my Kate. 
Goodness I What a' quantity of superfluous silk hast thou got about thee, girl ! 
I could never teach the foqls of this age that the indigent world could be 
clothed out' of the triinmings of the vain, 

Miss Hard. You know our agreement, sir, You allow me the morning to 
receive and pay visits, and to dress in my own manner 5 and in the evening, I 
put on my housewife’s dress to please you. 

Hard Well, remember I insist on the terms of our agreement; and, by the 
• bye, I believe I shall have occasion to try your obedience this very evening. 

Miss Hard I protest, sir, I don’t comprehend your meaning. ' . 

> Hard. Then, to be plain with you, Kate, I expect the young, gentleman I 
! have chosen to be your husband froin town this very day. I have his' father's 
I letter, in which he informs me his son is set out, and that he intends to follow 
' himself shortly after. 

I Miss Hard. Indeed I I wish I had known something of this before. Bless 
, me, how shall I behave ? It’.s a thousand to one I shan’t like him; our meeting 
will be so formal, and so like a thing of busiiiess, that I shall Arid no room for 
friendship or esteem. 

Hard. ' Depend upon it, child. I’ll never control your choice ; but Mr. 
n Marlow, whom I have pitched upon, is the son of my old friend. Sir Charles 
|| -IMarlow, of whom you have heard me talk so often. The young gentleman has 
[I been bred a scholar, and is designed for an employment in the service of his 
« country. I am told he's a man of an excellent understanding, 
iff Miss Hard. Is he ? 

Hard. Yerj' generous. 

ft Miss Hard. I believe I shall like him. 

Hard. Y oung and brave. 

Miss Hard. I’m .sure I shall like him. 

V Hard. And very handsome. 

Miss Hard. My dear papa, say no more {kissing his hand) : he’s mine. I’ll 
U have him 1 

5 ? Hard. And to crown all, K.atc, he’s one of the most bashful and reserved 
young fellow.s in all the World, 

^ Mtss Hard. Eh ! you have frozen me to death again. That word reserved 
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has undone all the rest of his accomplishments. A reserved lover, it is said, 
ahvay.s mnlces a .suspicious husband. 

Hard. On the contrar}', modesty seldom resides in a breast that is not 
enriched with nobler virtues. It was the very feature in his character that first 
struck me. 

Hiss Hard. He must have more striking features to catch me, I promise 
you. However, if he be so young, so handsome, and so everything, as you 
mention, I belie^’e he'll do still. I think I’ll have him. 

Hard. Aj\ Kate, but there is still an obstacle. It’s more than an even 
wager, he may not have jw/. 

Hiss Hard. My dear papa, why will you mortify one so ? Well, if he 
rcftisc.s instead of breaking my heart at his indifference. I'll only break my 
gl.tss for its flattco*. set my cap to some newer fashion, and look out for some 
less difficult admirer. 

ITarii. Bravely resolved ! In the meantime I’ll go prepare the servants for 
his reception ; as we seldom see company, they want as much training as a 
company of recruits the first day's muster. {Exit) 

Mi.ss Hardcastle, sola . 

Hiss Hard. This news of papa’s puts me all in a flutter. Young— hand- 
some: these he puts last ; but I put them foremost. Sensible— ^od-natured : ^ 
^ I like all that But then-preserved, and sheepish : that’s mucli against him. , 
‘ Yet, can’t he be cured of his timidity, by being taught to be proud of his wife ? 
Yes ; and can’t I — ^But, I vow, I’m disposing of the husband, before I have 

secured the lover. < 

Eater Miss Neville. i 

Miss Hard, I’m glad you’re com<^ Neville, my dear. Tell me, Constance : ■ 
how do I look this evening ? Is there anything whimsical about me? Is it one ^ 
of my ‘well-looking days, child ? Am I in face to-day ? 

Miss Ncv. Perfectly, my dear. Yet now I look again— bless me !— sure no ^ 
accident has happened among the canary birds, or the gold fishes. Has your ■ 
brother or the cat been meddling ? Or, has the last novel been too moving ? 

Miss Hard. No; nothing of all thii I have been. threatened— I can ^ 
scarce get it out— I have been threatened with a lover. 

Miss Ncv. And his name 

Miss Hard. Is Marlow. c 

Miss Nev. Indeed ! M 

Miss Hard. The son of Sir Charles Marlow. J 

Miss Ncv. As I live, tlie most intimate friend of Mr. Hastings, my V 

They are never asunden I brieve you must have seen him when we liv^ rn ; 

town. ' J 

Miss Hard. Never. ^ u 

Miss Ncv. ■ He's a very singular character, I assure you.^ Among women o 
reputation and virtue; he is the modestest rhan alive; but his acquaintance 
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him a very different character among creatures of aiiother stamp : you under- 
stand me. 

, Miss Hard. An odd character, indeed. I shall never be able to manage 
him. What shall I do ? ' Pshaw, think no more, of him, but trust to occurrences 
for success. But how goes on your own affair,-my dear ? Has niy mother been 
courting you for my brother Tony, as usual ? 

Miss Ncv. I have just come from ohe of our agreeable tete-a-tfites. She 
has been saying a hundred tender things and setting' off her pretty monster as 
the very pink of perfection. ' - 

Miss Hard. And her partiality is sudi, that she actually thinks him so." A 
fortune like yours is no small temptation. Besides, as she has the sole manage- 
ment of it, I’m not surprised to see her unwilling to let it go out of the family. 

Miss Nev. A fortune like mine, whidi chiefly consists in jewels, is no such 
mighty, temptation. But at any rate, if my dear Hastings be but constant, I 
■make no doubt to be too hard for her at last -However, I let her suppose that 
1 am in love with her son, and she never once dreams that my' affections are 
fixed upon another. 

Miss Hard. My good brother holds out stoutly. I could almost, love him 
for hating you so. 

Miss Nev. , It is a good-natured creature at bottom, and I’m sure would 
wish to see me married to anybody but himself. But my aunt’s bell rings for 
our afternoon’s walk round the improvements. Allans I Courage is necessary, 
as our affairs are critical. ' 

Miss Hard. Would it were bed-time, and all were well {Exeunt.) 


SCENE II. — A 71 alc-kouse rootn. Several sJuibby Fellows, with punch and tobacco. 
Tony at the head of the table, a little higher than the rest: a mallet in his 
hand. 

Oinnes. Hurrea, hurrea, hurrea, bravo ! 

1 Fcl. Now, gentlemen, silence for a song. The ’sejuire is going to knock 
himself down for a song, 

Omnes. Ay, a song, a song ! 

^jiy. Then 1 11 sing you, gentlemen, a song I made upon this ale-house, 
the Three Pigeons. 

Song. 

Let schooIinaMcn. |iuzile their brain, 

With grammar, and nonM;n»e, and learning; 

Ciood liquor, 1 btoutly maintain, 

Uive'.grnnj n better diiiceming. c ‘ 

Let them brag of their hentlienikh gods. 

Their Lethe^, their Styxes, and bttginns; 

1 heir quit, anil their qutrt, and their quods, 

1 hct'tc all hut a jiareel of (iigeons. 

. Toroildle, toroddle, loroll. 
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Tony. As sure as can be, one of them must be the gentleman that s coming 
down to court my sister. Do they seem to be Londoners ? 

Land. I believe'they may. They look woundily like Frenchmen. 

Tony. Then desire them to step this way, and I’ll set them right in a 
twinkling. {Exit LANDLORD.) Gentlemen, as they mayn’t be good enough 
company for you, step down for a moment, and 1 11 be with you m the squeezing 
of a lemon. {Exeunt mob.) 

To^y, solus. ^ 

Tony. Father-in-law has been calling me whelp, and hound, this half year. 
Now if I pleased, I could be so revenged upon the old grumbletonian. But 
then I’m afraid— afraid of what ? I shall soon be worth fifteen hundred a year, 
and let him frighten me out of that if he can. 

Enter LANDLORD conducting MARLOtV and HASTINGS. 

Marl. What a tedious, uncomfortable day have we' had of it ! We were 
told it was but forty miles across .the country, and we have come above three- 
score. , , 

Hast. And all, Marlow, from that unaccountable reser\'e of yours, that' 
would not let us inquire more frequently on the way. 

Marl. I own, Hastings, I am unwilling to lay myself under an obligation 
to every one I meet ; and often stand the chance of an unmannerly answer. 

Hast. At present, however, we are qot likely to receive ariy answer. . 

Tony. No offence, gentlemen ; but I’m told you have been inquiring for one 
Mr. Hardcastle, in those parts. Do you know what part of the country you are in ? 

Hast. Not in the least, sir ; but should thank you for information 

Tony. Nor the way you came ? 

Hast. No, sir ; but if you can inform us 

Tony. Why, gentlemen, if you know neither the road you are going, nor 
where you are, nor the road you came, the first thing I have to inform you is, 
that — ^you have lost your way. 

Marl. We wanted no ghost to tell us that. 

Tony. Pray, gentlemen, may I be so bold as to ask the place from whence 
you came ? 

Marl. That s not necessary towards directing us where we arc to go. 

Tony. No offence ; but question for question is all fair, you know. Pray, 
gentlemen, is not this same Hardcastle a cross-grained, old-fashioned, whimsical 
fellow with an ugly face ; a daughter, and a pretty son ? 

Hast. We have not seen the gentleman ; but he has the family you 
mention. 

Tony. The daughter, a tall trapesing, trolloping, talkative May-pole. The 
son. a pretty, well-bred, agreeable youth, that everj'body is fond of. 

Marl. Our inforaiation differs in this. The daughter is said to be well- 
bred ami beautiful ; the son an awkward booby, reared up, and spoiled at his 
motheri; apron-string. 
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Land. 

J/ar/. 

Tcny. 

Jfarl. 


Tony. He-he-hem ! Then, g^entlemen. all I have to teil }'oa fs. that jva 
won’t reach Mr. Hardcastle’s house this night. I believe. 

Hast. Unfortunate ! 

2a»7r. It’s a long, darl^ boggj*. dirty, dangerous way. Stingo, tcl! ti<e 
gentlemen the Tray to Mr. Hardcastle's {zidnA-sn^ ny.it: Ah- land.^'rd ) ; Mr. 
Hardcastle's of Quagmire Marsh ; you understand me. 

Land, blaster Hardcastle’s? Lack-a-daisy, my masters, you’re con;c a 
deadly deal TVToagI When t*ou came to the bottom of the hill, you !--hoalJ 
ha\-e crossed down Squash Lane. 

J/tfr/. Cross down Squash Lane ? 

Then you Tvere to keep straight fonvard, till you came to fo-ar r.^.*;'.:-. 
Come to where four roads meet ! 

Ay : -but you must be sure to take only o.ne of them. 

Oh, sir, you’re facetious. 

Tc!^\ Then keeping to* the right you are to go sideways till yr-a enn-.e 
upon Crack-skull Common ; there you must look sha.-p for the track r.'’ :i:c 
wheel, and go forward, till you come to farmer Murrain's bam. Coming t-' the 
farmer's bam, you arc to turn to the right, and then to the left, and the;: to :i:e 

right-about again, till yo-a find out the old mill 

J/isr/. Zounds; man ! we could as soon find oat tijc longitude 1 
Jdas.'. What’s to be done. Marlow ? 

Jdarf. This ho-use promises but a poor reception; though, perhap? tite .'.in.i- 
lord can accommcxiatc us. 

Land. Alack ! master, wc have but one spare bed in the v. hote 1; ‘.:^c 
Tcny. And. to my knowledge, that’s token by throe 2 dgor' .■■2,’'o..t:y 
{After a f:i:!sc. :r: zcnid: tne rest eeett: disse':eerted.'i I h.ive l-.st it. I’*--.': : 

think. Stingo, oar landlady would accommodate tiie gcntli-men hy fro-'- do, 
with — three diairs and a bolster r 

liKTst. I hate sleeping by tlie nrc-s-dc. 

Jitr/rl And I detest your three cIuTin? .and a ;>'>2-:er. 

Te.-sy. You do. do you? Then let :ue see — if y: .*■ v. 

further, to the Buck’s Head ; the old i5::cJ:s Me.:.: on t.’te .h i’. < t'--: 

inns in the whole ooantv ? 
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HanUiuiie, ‘Well, I hope you're pevfect in the table exercise I have been teachini; you these three days. 

Acta, 

he’ll persuade you that his mother was an alderman, and his aunt a justice of 
peace. ^ | 

Land. A troublesome old blade, to be sure ; but a keeps as good wines 
and beds as any in the whole country. 

Mark Well, if he supplies us with these, we shall waiit no further connec- 
tion. We are to turn to the right, did you say ? 

Toiiy. No, no ; straight forward. I’ll just step myself, and show you a 
piece of the way. (To tJie lai^hrd) Mum'. i' 

Land. Ah, you are a sweet, pleasant — mischievous humbug. (Excitnt.) fi 


ACT XL j 

SCENE 1. — j4n old-fashion^ house. 

Enter HARDCASTLE,^//<wc«rf by three or four mokutard Servants. 

Hard. Well, I hope you’re perfect in the table exercise I haw been tcacliing | 
you these three days. You all know j-our posts and your places ; and can show • 
that you have been used to good company, without ever stirring from home. jj 
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Omnes. Ay, ay. 

Hard. \\Tien company comes, you are not to pop out an<J stare, and then 
run in again, like frighted rabbits in a ivarren. ' . 

Omnes. No, no. 

Hard. You, Diggory, u*hom I have taken from the barn, are to' make a 
show at the side-table ; and you, Roger, whom I have advanced from the 
plough, are to place yourself behind my chair. But you’re not td stand so, 
Avith your hands in your pockets. Take your hands from your pockets, Roger ; 
and from your head, you blockhead you. See how Diggoiy carries his hands. 
They’re a little too stiff, indeed, but that’s ho great matter. 

Digg. Ay; mind how I hold them. I learned to .hold my hands this way, 

when I was upon drill for the militia. And so being upon drill 

Hard. You must not be so talkative, Di^orj^ Y ou must be all attention 
to the guests. You must hear us talk, and not think of talking j, you must see 
us drink, and not think of drinking; you must see us eat, and not tlunk of 
eating^ 

Digg. By the laws, j-our worship, tiiat’s parfectly unpossible. Wlienever 

iggory sees yeating going forward, ecod, he’s always wshing for a mouthful 
himself. 

• Blockhead ! is not a belly-fuil in the kitchen as good as a belly-full 

in the parlour ? ' Stay your stomach with that reflection. 

your worship. I’ll make a sliift to,stay my stomach 

with a slice of cold beef in the pantiy. “ ' 

. . p*ggojy, you are too talkative. Then if I happen to say a good 

hing, or tell a good Aory at table, you must not all burst out a-laughing, as if 

you made part of the company. ' 

Digg. Then, ccod, your worship must not tell the story of Quid Grouse in 

We wT™i, laughing at thaWhe ! he I he 1— for the soul of me. 

c W laughed at that these tiventj^ years-ha I ha ! ha ! 

A-ou ^ Sood one. WeU, honest Diggory, 

^ r remember to be attentwe Suooose 

J Scn\ I m not to leave this pleace. 

2 Sen'. Tm sure it’s no pleace of mine. 

3 irn'. Nor mine, for sartain. 

Digg Wauns. and I’m sure, it canna be mine. 

All over .A^.ii„ But d«n-, T f ’ ‘ ^ I must begin 

.am. But dont I he.Ar a coach drive into the yard? To your 
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posts, you blockheads ! I'll go in the meantime, and give my old friend’s son a 
J hearty rccei}tion at the gate. {Exit Hardcastle.) 

jf the elevens, my plcacc is gone quite out of my head. 

It Ro^r. I know that my plcacc is to be everywhere. 

^ 1 Scrt\ Where is mine ? 

2 Scn\ ^ly plcacc is to be nowhere at all ; and so I'ze go about my 
business. {Exeunt Servants, rutuiiii^ about as if frightened, different ways.) 

Entee Servant with candles, showing in Marlow and Hastings. 

Serzr. Welcome, gentlemen, vciy welcome. This way. 

I/asf. After the disappointments of the day, welcome once- more, Charles, 
to the comforts of a clean room, and a good fire. Upon my word, a very well- 
looking, house; antique, but creditable. ' 

Marl. The usual fate of a large mansion. Having first ruined the master 
by good housekeeping, it at last comes to levy contributions as an Inni , j 

Hast. As you say, we passengers arc to be taxed to pay all these fineries. 

I have often seen a good side-board, or a marble chimney-piece, though not 
actually put in the bill, inflame a reckoning confoundedly. > 

Marl. Travellers, George, must pay in all places. The only difierence is, 
that in good inns you pay dearly for luxuries ; in bad inns you are fleeced and j 
star\'cd. A 

Hast. You have lived very much among them. In truth, I have been « 
often surprised, that you, who have seen so much of the world, with your | 
natural good sense, and your many opportunities, could never yet acquire a | 
requisite share of assurance. xM 

Marl. The Englishman's malady. But tell me, George, where could I have n 
learned that assurance you talk of?. My life has been chiefly spent in a jl 
college, or an inn ; in seclusion from that lovely part of the creation that cliiefly w 
teach men confidence. I don’t know that I was ever'familiarly acquainted ivith o 
a single modest 'woman — except my mother. 

Hast. In the company of w'omen of reputation, I never saw such an idiot, W 
such a trembler: you look, for all the world, as if you wanted an opportunity of if 
stealing out of the room. A 

Marl. Why, man, that's because I do want to steal out of the room I I ^ 
have often formed a resolution to break the ice, and rattle away at any rate. M 
But I don't know how, a single glance from a pair of fine eyes has totally Jl 
overset my resolution. An impudent fellow may counterfeit modesty; but I'll ^ 
be hanged if a modest man can ever counterfeit impudence. jl 

Hast. If you could but say half the fine things to them that I have heard ^ 
you lavish upon the barmaid of an inn. ' (1 

Marl Why, George, I can't say fine things to them. They freeze, they Jl 
petrify me. They may talk of a comet, or a burning mountain, or some such » 
bagatelle : but to me, a modest woman, drest out in all her finery, is th'e most J 
tremendous object of the whole creation. ^ 
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Hast. Ha! ha! ha! At this rate, man, how can you ever expect to 


Marl. Never, unless, as among kin^ arid princes, my bride were to be 
courted by proxy. If, indeed, like an Eastern bridegroom, one were to be 
introduced to a wife he never saw before, it might be endured. But to go 
through all the terrors of a formal courtship,- together with the episode of aunts, 
grandmothers, and cousins,' and at last to blurt out the broad-star question of— 
Madauiy will 'you many me ? . No, no ; that’s a strain rnuch above me; I assure 
you. 

Hast. I pity you.- But how do you intend behaving to the lady. you are 
come down to visit at the request of your father ? 

Marl As I behave to all other ladies s bow very low ; answer yes, or no, to 
all her demands. But for the rest, I doa’t think I shall venture to look in her 
face, till I see my father’s again. 

Hast. I am surprised that one who is so warm a friend can be so cool a 
lover. 

Marl. To be explicit, my dear Hastings, my diief inducement downj was to . 
be instrumental in forwarding your happiness, not my own, • Miss Neville loves 
you ; the family don’t know you ; as my friend you are sure of a reception, and 
let honour do the rest 

Hast My dear Marlow ! — ^But I’ll suppress the emotion. Were I a wretch, 
.meanly seeking to carry off a fortune, you should be the last man in the world ' 
I would apply to for assistance. But Miss Neville’s person is all I ask ; and 
that is mine, both from her deceased father’s consent; and her own inclination. 

Mart Happy man! You have talents and art to captivate any woman. 

I am doomed to adore the sex, and yet to converse with die only part of it I 
despise. This stammer in my address, and this awkward prepossessing visage 

of mine, can never permit me to soar-; Pshaw ! this fellow here to interrupt 

us. 

Enter HardcastLe. 

Hard. Gentlemen, once more you are heartily Welcome. Which is Mr. 
Marlow ? Sir, you’re heartily welcome. It’s not my way, you see, to receive my 
friends with my back to the fire. I like to give them a hearty reception, in the 
old style, at my gate. 1 like to see their horses and trunks taken care of. 

Marl. {Aside.) He has got our names from die servants already. ( To him) 
We approve your caution and hospitality, sir. {To HASTINGS)— I have been 
thinking, George, of changing our travelling dresses in the morning. I am 
grown confoundedly ashamed of mine. ® 

Hard. 1 beg, ^Ir. Marlow, you’ll use no ceremony in this house. 

Hast. 1 fancy, Charles, you’re right : the first blow is half the battle. I 
intend opening the campaign with the white and gold. 

Hard. Mr. Marlow — Mr. Hastings — gentlemen — pray be under no restraint 
in this house. This is Liberty Hall, gentlemen. You may do just as you please 
^ here. 
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Harietuth, Your talking of a retreat, Mr. Marlow, puti me in mind oT the Duke of Marlbonnigh, when he went to 
hesiege Oenain. He lint wnunoned the ganuon— tie/ II, Sctm /, 

Marl. Yet, George, if we open the campaign too fiercely at first, we may 
' want ammunition before it is over. . I think to reserve the embroidery to secure 
a retreat 

Hard. Your talking of a retreat, Mr. Marlow, puts me in mind of the Duke 
of Marlborough, when he went to besiege Denain. He first summoned, the 
garrison— 

'Marl. Don’t you think the ventre eTor ^raistcoat will do with the plain brown ? 

Hard. He first summoned the garrison, which might consist of about five 
thousand men-- ~ =^ ' - 

Hast. I think not : brown and yellow mix but very poorly. ■ ■ 

Hard. I say, gentlemen, as I was telling you, he summoned the garrison, 

which might consist of about five thousand men 

' Marl. The girls like finery. 

Hard. Which might consist of about .five thousand men, well appointed 
with stores, ammunition,' and other implements of war. Now, says the Duke of 
Marlborough to George Brooks that stood next to him — ^you must have heard 
of George Brooks — “I’ll pawn my dukedom," says he, “but I'll take that 
garrison, without spilling a drop of blood.” ®So 

Marl. What, my good friend, if you gave us a glass of punch in the mean- j 
time It would help us to carry on the siege with vigour. 
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Hard. Punch, sir! This is the most unaccountable kind of 

modesty I ever met with# _ 

Marl. Yes, sir, punch. A glass of warm puncli, after our journey, will be 

comfortable. This is Liberty Hall, you know. 

Hard. Here’s a cup, sir. 

MarL {Aside.) So this fellow, in his Liberty Hall, will only let us have just 
what he pleases. 

Hard. {Taking the atp) I hope you’ll find it to your mind. 1 have pre- 
pared it with my own hands, and I believe you’ll own the ingredients are 
tolerable. Will you be so good as to pledge me, sir ? Her^ Mr. Marlow, here 
is to our better acquaintance. {Drinks^ 

Marl. {Aside.) A very impudent fellow this 1 but he’s a character, and I’ll 
humour him a little. {Ta hiui) — Sir, my service to you. {Drinks.) 

Hast. {Aside.) I see this fellow wants to give us his company,-and foigcts 
that he’s an innkeeper, before he has learned to be a gentleman. 

Marl. From the esccellence of your cup, my old friend, I suppose you have 
a good deal of business in this part of the country. Warm work, now and then, 
at elections, I suppose. 

Hard. No, sir, I have long given that work over. Since our betters haw 
hit upon the expedient of electing each other, there’s no business for us that sjmi 
ale. _ 

Hast. So, then, you have no turn for politic^ I find. ' " . 

Hard. Not in the least. There was a time, indeed, I fretted myself about 
the mistakes of Government, like other people ; but, finding myself every day 
grow more angry, and the Government growing no better, I left it to > mend 
itself. Since that, I no more trouble my head about Hydcr Ally, or Ally 
Catun, than about Atty Crokcr. — Sir, my service to you. 

Hast. So that with eating above stairs, and drinking below ; witli receiving 
your friends within, and amusing them without, you lead a good, pleasant, 
bustling life of it. 

Hard. I do stir about a great deal, tliat’s certain. Half the differences of 
the parish are adjusted in this very parlour. 

Marl. {After drinking^ And you have an argument in your cup, old gentle- 
man, better than any in Westminster HalL 

Hard. Ay, young gentleman, that, and a little philosophy. 

Marl. {Aside.) Well, this is the first time I ever heard of an innkeeper’s 
philosophy 1 

Hast. So then, like an experienced general, you attack them on every 
quMter. If you find their reason manageable, you attack it with >our 
philosophy; if you find they have no reason, you attack them witli this.— 
Here’s your hc.ilth, my philosopher. {Drinks.) 

Hard. Good, vcr>' good, thank you ; ha 1 ha 1 Your gcnemlship puts me 
in muul of I’nncc Eugene, when he fought the Turks at the battle of Belgrade. 

X ou shall hear. 
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Marl Instead of the battle of Belgrade, I think it's almost time to talk 
about supper. What has your philosophy got in the house for supper } 

Hard. For supper, sir ! (>i j/(jfc)--Was ever sucli a request to a man in his 
own house ? 

Marl Yes. sir; supper, sir; I begin to feel an appetite. I shall make sad 
work to-night in the larder, I promise you. 

Hard. {Asidtt^ Such a brazen dog sure never my eyes beheld. {To Jiim) 
—Why, really, sir, ns for supper, I can't well tell. My Dorothy and the cook- 
maid settle these things between them. I leave these kind of things entirely 
to them. 

Marl You do, do you ? 

Hard. Kntirely. Bj'-thc-b^'e, I believe they are in actual consultation, 
upon what's for supper, this moment in the kitchen. 

Marl Then I beg they’ll admit me as one of their privy council. It’s a way 
I have got. When I travel, I always dioosc to regulate my own- supper. Let ^ 
the cook be called. No ofTcncc, I hope, sir. 

Hard. Oh, no, sir, none in the least ; yet I don't know how, our Bridget, 
the cook-maid, is not very communicative upon these occasions. Should we ^ 
.send for her, she might scold us all out of the house. 1 

Hast. , Let’s see the list of the larder, then. I ask ft as a favour. I always J 
match my appetite to my bill of fare, ^ 

Marl ( To Hardca.STLE, who looks at them r^fth surprise.) Sir, he’s veiy ^ 
right, and it’s my way too, r 

Hard. Sir, you have a right to command here, Here, Roger, bring us the | 
bill of fare for to-night’s supper. 1 believe it’s drawn out. Your manner, Mr. ^ 
Hastings, puts me in mind of my uncle, Colonel Wallop. It was a saying W 
of his, that no man Avas sure of his supper till hq had eaten it, A 

Hast. {Aside.) All upon the high ropes 1 His uncle a colonel! we shall % 
soon hear of his mother being a justice of the peace, But let’s hear the bill | 
of fare. Ji 

Marl {Perusing-) What’s here i For the first course ; for the second w 
course ; for the dessert Sir, do you think we have brought down the whole If 
joiners’ company, or the corporation of Bedford, to eat up such a supper? Tavo ^ 
or three little things, clean and comfortable, will do. v 

Hast. But let's hear it H 

Marl {Reading) For the first course at the top, a pig and prunesauce. 

Hast. I hate your pig, I say. ^ 

Marl And I hate your prunesauce, say I, jf 

Hard. And yet, gentlemen, to men that are hungry, pig. Avith prunesauce, ^ 
is very good eap'ng. , A 

Marl At the bottom, a calfs tongue and brains.' ^ Jl 

Hast. JjCt your brains be knocked out my good sir ; I don't like them. w 

Marl. Or you may clap them on a plate by themselves. I do. J 

Hard {Asd^) Their impudence confounds me. (7> ///««)— Gentlemen, ^ 
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you arc xny guests, make Avhat alterations you please. Is there anything else 
you wish to retrench or alter, gentlemen ? 

Marl. Item, a pork pie,- a boiled rabbit and sausages, a fiorentinc, a 
shaking pudding, and a dish of tiff—taff—taffety cream ! 

Hast. Confound your made ‘dishes ) I shall be as much at a loss in this 
house as at a gjreen and yellow dinner at the French ambassador's table. I'm 
for plain eatjng. ' 

Hard. I’m sorry, gentlemen, that I have nothing you like ; but if there be 

anything you have a particular fancy to 

Marl. Why, sir, your bill of fare is so exquisite, that any one part of it is 
full as good as another. Send us what you please. So much for supper : and 
now to see that our beds are aired arid properly taken pare of. 

Hard. I entreat you’ll leave all that to me. You shail not stir a step. 

MarL Leave that to you ? I protest, sir, you must excuse me ; I ahTOys 
look to these things myself. 

I must insist, sir, you’ll make yourself easy on that head. 

Marl. You see I’m resolved on it {Aside)-— A very troublesome fellow 
this, as ever I met with. 

Hard Well, sir, I'm resolved at least to attend you. (/ijA*‘)—This may 
be modern modesty, but I never saw ariything look so like old-fashioned 
impudMce. (£«/»« Marl, mrf Hard.) 

Hastkcgs, sohts. 

can?e civiKties begin to grow troublesome. But who 

do I see which are meant to please him ? Ha ! what 

do I sec? Miss Neville, by all that’s happy! 

Enter Miss Neville. 

»Cddc“ to ^ fortURO. to Wtat 

to ~ ^ 
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mot at a house hard V, direcl^’^s'hitht/””"® 

jviu have hoard mo tatlc’ ao ^ hM°^”' 

just approhonsions . ’ ‘otends for j-ou ? He of whom I have such 

ij hinu if ,mo Lm W ‘hrartiu!'h'?d«Si'!!^"' ''v ' ’ 

ii «ni<U'rt.-ifcen to court me for him • ind acti U knows it too, and has 

^ cr.m,„cst. begins to think she has made .1 
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Hast Thou dear (Assembler I You must know, my Constance, I have just ^ 
seized this happy opportunity of my .friend’s -risit here, to get admittance into 
the family. The horses that carried us down are now- fatigued with their 
joumqr; but they’ll soon be refreshed ; and then, if my dearest gprl will trust, ! 
in her faithful Hastings, we shall soon be landed in France; where, even among 
slaves^ the laws of marriage are respected. j 

Miss Nev. I have often told you, that though ready to obey you, I yet 
should leave my little fortune behind with reluctance. The greatest part of it 
was left me. by my unde, the India director, and chiefly consists in jewds. I ^ 
have been for some time persuading my aunt to let me wear them. -I fancy I 
am very near succeeding. The instant they are put into my possession, you 
shall find me ready to make them and myself yours. ^ j 

Hast. Ferish the baubles! Your person is all I desire. In the meantime, 
my friend Marlow must not be let into his mistake; I know the strange reserve^ . , 
r of his temper is such, that if abruptly informed of it, he would instantly quit f 
, the house, before our plan was ripe for execution. I 

[ Miss Nev. But how shall we keep him in the deception ? Miss Hardcastle , 
i is just returned from walking ; what if we still continue to deceive him ? This, q 
this way. {Tlt^ cottfer.) * 

1 Enter Marlow. I 

7 Marl. The assiduities of these good people tease me beyond bearing. My i 
host seems to think it ill manners to leave me alone, and so he daps not c >nly ^ 
j) himself, but his old-fashioned vdfe on my back. They talk of coming to sup 
f with us too ; and then, I suppose, we are to run the gauntlet through all' the 
rest of the family. What have we got here ? < 

Hast. My dear Charles 1 Let me congratulate you ! The most fortuniate 
acddcnt 1 Who do you think is just alighted,? 1 

Mart Cannot guess. ^ 

Hast. Our mistresses, boy. Miss Hardcastle and Miss Kevlll& Give me - 
leave to introduce Miss Constance Newlle to your acquaintance. Happening 
to dine in the ndghbourhood, they called, on their return, to take fresh horses 
here. Miss Hardcastle has just stept into the next room, and will be back 
in an instant. Wasn’t it lucky, eh ? \ 

Marl. ( Aside.) I have just been mortified enough of all conscience, and / 

i ll here comes something to complete my embarrassment f 

el Hast. Well, but wasn’t it the most fortunate thing in the world ? I 

Marl. Oh! yes. Very fortunate — a most joyful encounter. But our /• 
dresses, George, j-ou know, arc in disorder. What if we should postpone the {; 
happiness till to-morrow ? To-morrow, at her own house; it will be eveiy bit I ’ 
as convenient, and rather more respectful. To-morrow let it be, f 

{Qfferitijr to £v.) I 

®y no means, sir. Your ceremony will displease her. TheP* 
disorder of your dress will show the ardour of your impatience ; besides, she! *■ 
knows you arc in the house, and will permit you to sec her, <' ** 
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MarL Oh! how shall I support it? Hem! hem! Hastings, you must 
not go. You arc to assist me, you know. I shall be confoundedly ridiculous. 

Y et hang it ! I'll take courage. Hem ! 

Hast Pshaw, man ! it's but the first plunge, and all's over. She’s but a j 
woman, you know. i 

Marl. And of all women, she that I dread most to encounter. ' j 

Enter Miss HardcaSTLE, as returning from walking, in a bonnet,' &c. 

Hast. (Introducing hint.) Miss Hardcastle — Mr. Marlow. I’m proud of 
bringing two persons of such merit together, that only want to know, to esteem S 

each other. | 

Miss Hard. (Aside.) Now, for meeting my modest gentleman with a J 
demure face, and quite in his own manner. (After a pause, in which he 1 
appears very uneasy and diseonccried.) I’m glad of your safe arrival, sir. I’m | 
told you had some accidents by the way. ^ 

Marl. Only a few, madam. Yei^ we had some. Yes,. madam, a good | 
many accidents ; but should be sorry— madam-=or' rather glad of any acci- J 
dents— that arc so agreeably concluded. Hem 1 . 

Hast. (To hint.) You never spoke better in your whole life. Keep it up, j| 

and I’ll ensure you the victory. 

Miss Hard. I’m afraid you flatter, sir. You, that have seen so much of the ^ 
finest company, can find little entertainment in an obscure corner of the country. ^ 
Marl. (Gathering cottrage.) I -have lived, indeed, in the world, madam; but fl 
I have kept very little company. I have been but an observer upon life, | 
madam, while others were enjoying it. ’W 

Miss Ncv. But tliat, I am told, is the way to enjoy it at last. ft 

Hast. (To him.) Cicero never spoke better. Once more, and you are con- ft 

firmed in assurance for ever. W 

Marl. (To him.) Hem ! Stand by me, then ; and when I’m down, thr6w jj 

in a word or two, to set me up again. ^ ^ 

Miss Hard. An observer, like you, upon life, were, I fear, disagreeably n 

employed, since you must have had much more to ceiMure than to approve. It 

Marl. Pardon me, madam. I was always willing to be amused. The ^ 
folly of most people is rather an object of mirth than uneasiness. ^ W 

Hast. (To him.) Bravo, bravo. Never spoke so well in your whole life. || 
Well ! {To Miss Hard.) Miss Hardcastle, I see that you and Mr. Marlow are ^ 
going to be very, good company. I believe our being here will but embarrass j 

the interview. r „ ..u* ' J 

Marl. Not in the least, Mr. Hastings. We like your company of all things, t, 

(To Jtim.) Zounds ! Geoige, sure you won't go— how. can you leave us ? ( : 

Hast. Our presence will but spoil conversation, so well retire to the next J 
rodm. (To Mm.) You don't consider, man, that we are to manage a little 

tSte-fi/ttiteofourown. , & 

Miss Hard. {After a pause) But you have no.t been wholly an observer, 
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presume, sir: the ladies, 1 should hop^ have employed some part of your 
addresses. 

Mart {Relapsutg into timidity.) Pardon me, madam, I — I — I as yet have 
studied — only — ^to — deserve them. 

Miss Hard. And that, some say, is the very worst way to obtain them. 
Marl. Perhaps so, madam. But I love to converse only' with the more 
grave and sensible part of the sex. But I’m afraid I grow tiresome. 

Miss Hard. Not at all, sir ; there is nothing I like so much as grave con- 
versation myself; I could hear it for ever. Indeed, I have often been surprised 
how a man of sentujteni could ever admire those light, airy pleasures, where 
nothing reaches the heart. 

Marl. It’s — a disease — of the mind, madam. In the variety of tastes there 
must be some, who, wanting a relish— for-— um-a-um. 

Miss Hard. I understand you, sir. There must be some, who, wanting a 
relish for refined pleasures, pretend to despise what they are incapable of 
tasting. 

Marl. My meaning, madam, but infinitely better expressed! And I can’t 
help observing — a — 

Miss Hard. {Aside.) Wlio could ever suppose this fellow impudent upon 
some occasions ? {To him.) You were going to observe, sir-^ 

hfarl 1 was observing, madam— I protest, madam, I forget iVhat I was 
going to observe. 

.V fw ^ You were observing, 

’ V hypocrisy— something about hypocrisy, sir. 

. . f’ ' , ; in this age of hypocrisy there are few whot upon - 

strict inquiry, do not— a— a— a— r 

Miss Hard. I understand you perfectly, sir. 

Ih;ieed! and that’s more than I do myself, 
not InLmTt Jkv ™ hypo'^ritical age, there are few tliat do 

debt to virtue when they 

atotdwantorcoult™’ occasions-when 

T P«ts us -upon a-a-a- 

occasions, assumes the^appcarancc ^ courage upon some 

want to e.^cccl. I beg yo^u^^ll proceed. '^hen we most 

intm^for^ttlrrld.^^^^ 

y life. Tray go ^ *””® agreeably entertained in all 
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Marl. Yes, madam ; I was-^But she beckons us to join her. 
shall I do myself the honour to attend you ? 

Miss Hard. Well then, I’ll follow. 

Marl. {Aside.) This pretty smooth dialogue has done for me. - 
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'Miss. Hardcastle, sola. 

Miss Hard. Ha ! ha 1 ha 1 Was there- ever such a sober, sentimental 
interview ? I’m certain he scarce looked in my face the whole time. Y et the 
fellow, but for his unaccountable bashfulness, is pretty well too. He has good 
sense; but then, so buried in his fears, that it fatigues one more than ignorance. 
If I could teach him a little confidence -it would be doing somebody, that I 
know of, a piece of service. • But who is that somebody ?r— that is a question I 
can scarce answer. ^ {Exiti) 

Enter Tony and Miss Neville, followed by Mrs. Hardcastle and 

Hastings. 

Tony. What do you follow me for, Cousin Con ? I wonder you’re not . 
ashamed, to be so very engaging. 

Miss Neo. -I hope, cousin, one may speak to one's own relations, and hot 
be to blame ? 

Tony. Ay, but I know what sort of a relation you want to make me, 
though ; but it won’t do. I tell you. Cousin Con, it won’t do, so I beg you’ll 
keep your distance; I want no nearer relationship. 

{She follows, coquetting him to the back-scene^ 
Mrs. Hard. Well! I vow, Mr. Hastings, you are very entertaining. There’s 
nothing in the world I love to talk of so much as London, and the fashions, 
though I was never there myself. 

Hast. Never there! You amaze me! From your air and manner, I con- 
cluded you had been bred all your life either at Ranelagh, St. James’s, or Tower 
Wharf. 

Mrs. Hard. Oh! sir, you’re only pleased to say so. We country persons 
can have no manner at all. I’m in love with the town, and that serves to raise ■ 
me above some of our neighbouring rustics ; but who can have a manner, that 
has never seen the Pantheon, the Grotto Gardens, the Borough, and such places 
where the nobility chiefly resort ? All I can do is to enjoy London at second- 
hand. I take care to know every tete-a t6te from the Scandalous Magazine, 
and have all the fashions, as they come out, in a letter from the two Miss 
Rickets of Crooked-lane. Pray, how do you like this head, Mr. Hastings ? 

Hast. Extremely eluant and digagic, upon my word, madam. Your 
friscur is a Frenchman, I suppose ? 

Mrs. Hard. I protest I dressed it myself from a print in the Ladies’ 
Memorandum Book for the last year. 

Hast. Indeed ! such a head in a side-box, at the play-house, would draw 
a-; many gazers as my Lady hlayoress at a city ball. 
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Mrs. Hard. I vow, since inoculation began -there is no such thing to be 
seen as a plain woman ; so one must dress a little particular, or one may escape 
in the crowd. 

Hast. But that can never be your case, madam, in any dress, 

Mrs. Hard. Yet what signifies my dressing when I have such a piece of 
antiquity by my side as Mr. Hardcastle ? All I can say will not aigue down a 
single- button from his clothes.' I have often wanted him to throw off his great 
flaxen wig, and where, he was bald, to plaster it over, like my Lord Pately, with 
powder. 

Hast. You are right, madam ; for as among the ladies there are none ugly, 
so among the men there are hone old. 

Mrs. Hard. But what do you think his answer was ? . Why, with his usual 
Gothic vivacity, he said, I only wanted him to throw off- his wig, to convert it 
into a tgte for my own wearing. 

. Hast. Intolerable! At your age. you may wear what you please, and it 
must become you. 

Mrs. Hard. Fray, Mr. Hastings, what do you take to be the most fashion- 
able age about town ? 

Hast. Some time ago, forty was all the mode ; but I'm told the ladies 
intend to bring up fifty for the ensuing winter. . 

Mrs. Hard. .Seriously 1 then I shall be too young for the fashion. 

Hast No lady begins now .to put on jewels till she’s past forty. For 
instance, Idiss there, in a polite circle, would be considered as a child, as a. mere 
- maker of samplers. 

Mrs. Hard. And -yet Mrs. Niece thinks herself as much a woman, and is as 
fond of jewels, as the oldest of us all. 

Hast. Your- niece, is. she ? and that young gentleman a brother of yours, I 
should presume ? 

■ Mrs. Hard. . My son, sir. They .are contracted to each other. Observe 
their little sports. They fall in and out ten times a day, as if they were man 
and wife already. {To t/tem^ Well, Tony, child, what soft things are you 
saying to your cousin Constance this .evening ? 

.Tony. I have been saying no .soft things ; but that it’s very hard to be 
followed about so. Ecod, I’ve not a place in the house now that’s left to 
myself) but the stable. 

Mrs. Hard Never mind him. Con, my dear. He’s in another story 
behind your back. 

Miss Nev. There’s something generous in my cousin’s manner. He falls 
out before faces to be forgiven in private. 

Tony. That’s a confounded— crack. 

Mrs. Hard; Ah ! he’s a sly one. Don’t you think thej'-’re like each other 
about the mouth, -Mr. Hastings ? The Blenkinsop mouth to a T. They re of 
a size, too. Back to back, my pretties, that Mr. Hastings may see you. Come, 

Tony. 


4 


=71 






Cassc/Z’s Illustrated Goldsmith. 


Tony. You had as good not make me. I tell you. {Measuring.) 

Miss ifev. Oh he has almost cracked my head. 

Mrs. Hard. Oh, the monster I For shame, Tony. You a man, and 
behave so ! 

Tony. If I’m a man, let me have my fortin. Ecod. I’ll not be made a fool 
of no longer. 

Mrs. Hard. Is this, ungrateful boy, all that I'm to get for the pains I have 
taken in your education ? I that have rocked you in your cradle, and fed that 
pretty mouth with a spoon? Did not 1 work that wsustcoat to make you 
gented? . Did not I prescribe for you everj* day, and weep while the receipt 
was operating ? 

Tony. Ecod, j’ou had reason to weep, for you have been dosing me ever 
since I was bom. I‘ have gone through every receipt in the Complete Hnsivifc 
ten times over; and you have thoughts of coursing me through Quinty next 
spring. But, ecod, I tell you. III not be made a fool of no longer. 

Mrs. Hard. Wasn’t it all for your good, viper? . Wasn’t it all for your 
good ? 

Tony. I wish jWd let me and my good alone, then. Snubbing this way, 
when I’m in spirits. If I’m to have any good, let it come of itsdf ; not to keep 
dinging it, dinging it into one so. 

Mrs. Hard. That’s false; I never see you when you are in spirits. Ifo 
Tony, you then go to the aldvouse, or kenn^ I’m never to be delighted wth 
your agreeable wild notes, unfeeling'monster ! 

Tony. Ecod, mamma, your own notes are the wildest of the two. 

Mrs. Hard. Was ever the like! But I see he wants to break my heart, I 
see he does. 

Hast. Dear madam, permit me to lecture the young gentleman a little. 
I'm certain I can persuade him to his duty. 

Mrs. Hard. Well ! I must retire. Corner Constance, my love. You see. 
Mr. Hastings, the wretdiedness of my situatiorL Was ever poor woman so 
plagued with a dear, sweet, prett}*, provoking, undutiful boy ? 

{Exeunt Mrs. H.\RD. and MlSS NeviLiLE.) 


! 


Tony. (Sin^'ny.) 


H.\stixgs. Toxv 

There was a yotwg laan riding by, 

ri fein would have his will. 

'I Rung do didlo dee. 

y, - ® comfort of her heart. I have seen her 

and suter cr>- over a book for an hour together; and thej- said they liked the 
.>1 better the more it made them crj-. 

^•1 yo’-'fc no friend to the ladies, I find, my pretty young gentle- 

"hts ^ That's as I find ‘um. 





•V n. Itanitecutlf, Rarfc to back, my pictitc*, that Mr. Hastinga may see you -Ceme, Tony. 
TVttr. You had na goad not make me. 1 tell you. tHUaturmf, ) ^ 

MiuJfrrtllf. Oh ! he haa atmoal cmcked my he.id. Acf/l. Avne/. 


JIasL Not to her of your mothers choosing, I dare answer: and yet she 
appears to me a pretty, well-tempered girl 

Tony. That's because you don’t know her as well as I. ' Ecod, I .know 
every inch about her and there's not a more bitter, cantankerous toad in all 
Christendom.. 

Hast. {Aside.) Pretty encouragement this for a lover! 

Tony. I have seen her since the height of that. She has as many tricks as 
a hare in a thicket, or a colt the first day's breaking. 

Hast. To me she appears sensible and silent. 

Tony. Ay, before company. But when she’s with her playmates, she’s as 
loud as a hog in a gate. 

Hast. But there is a meek modesty about her that charms me. 

Tony . , Yes ; but curb her never so little, she kicks up, and you’re dung in 
a ditch.' 

Hast. Well, but you must - allow her a little beauty. Yes, you must allow 
her some beauty. 

Tony. Bandbox ! She’s all a made up thing, mun. Ah ! could you but ■ 
see Bet Bouncer, of these parts, yo.u might then talk of beauty. Ecod, she has 
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two eyes as black as sloes, and cheeks as broad' and red as a pulpit ' cushion. 

She’d make two of she. • ^ ‘ . 

Hast. Well, what say you to a friend that w'ould take this bitter bargain 

off your hands ? 

Tony. Anon I 

Hast Would you thank him that would take Mira Neville, and leave you 
to happiness and your dear Betsy } ^ 

Tony. Ay ; but where is there such a friend ? for who ivould take her ? 
Hast I am he. If you but assist me, I’ll engage to whip her off to France, 

and you shall never hear- more of her. . 

Tony. Assist you 1 Ecod, I wdll, to the last drop of my blood. I’ll dap a 
pair of horses to your chaise that shall trundle j'ou off in a twinkling ; and may 
be, get you a.'paTt of her fortin beside^ in 3ewels, that you little dream of. 

Hast My dear 'squire, this looks like a lad of spirit. 

Tony. Come along then, and you shall see more of my spirit before you. 
have done .with me. • ‘ {Singing.) 

We are the boys 
That feats no noise 
Where the thundering cannons roar. 


{Exeunt) 




ACT III* 

SCENE I. — Enter HardcxVSTI-E, solus, 

* » 

\ 

Hard. What could my old friend Sir Charles mean, by recommending his 
son as the modestest young man in tonm ? To me he appears the most impu- 
dent piece of brass that ever spoke with a tongue. He has taken possession of 
the easy-chair by the fireside already. He took off his boots in the parlour, 
and desired me to see them taken care of. I’m desirous to know how hi^ 
impudence affects my daughter. She will eertainly be shocked at it 

Eu/t-r Tiliss Hardcastle, y/^iu^> dressed. - ! 

Hard. Well, my Kate, I see you have changed your dress, as 1 bid you; 
and yet I believe, there was no great occasion. / 

J/Vjj H ard. I find such a pleasure, sir, in obeying your commands, that I 
take care to obey them without ever debating their propriety. 

^ Hard. And yet, Kate, I sometimes give you some cause, particularly when 
I recommended my modest gentleman to you as a lover to-day. 
j[ Jiliss Hard. You taught me to expect something extr 
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extraordinary, and I find 
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Hard. I was never so surprised in* my life ! He has quite confounded al! 
my faculties ! 

_ J/mj Hard. I never saw anything like it : and a man of the world, too ! 

Hard. Ay, he learned it all abroad. What a fool was I to think a young 
man could learn modesty by travelling! He might as soon learn wit at a 
masquerade. ' ' 

Miss Hard. It seems all natural to him. 

Hard. A good deal assisted by bad. company, and a French dancing-master. 

Miss Hard. Sure you mistake, papa ! A French dancing-master could 
never have taught him that ^imid look — that awkward address — that bashful 
manner — 

Hard. Whose look ? whose manner, child ? 

• Miss Hard. Mr. Marlow’s : his imuvaise honte, his timidity, struck me at 
the first sight. 

Hard. Then your first sight deceived you; for I think him one of the most 
brazen first-sights that ever astonished my senses. 

Miss Hard. Sure, sir, you rally 1 I never saw any one so modest 
, . Hard. And can you be serious ? I never saw such a boundng, swaggering 
puppy since I was bom I Bully Da^vson was but a fool to him. 

Miss Hard. Surprising ! He met me with a respectful bow, a stammering 
voic^ and a look fixed on the ground. 

Hard. He met me with a loud voic^ a lordly air, and a familiarity that 
made my blood freeze again. 

Miss Hard. .He treated me with diffidence and respect; censured the 
manners of the age ; admired the prudence of girls that never laughed ; tired 
me with apologies for being tiresome; then left the room with a bow’, and 
" Madam, I would not for the world detain you.” 

Hard. He spoke to me as if he knew me all his life before ; asked twenty 
questions, and never waited for an answer ; intermpted my best remarks with 
■ some silly pun ; and when I was in my best story of the Duke of Marlborough 
and Prince Eugene, he asked if I had 'not a good hand at making punch. Y es, 
Kate, he asked your father if he "was a maker of punch 1 

MJss Hard. One of us must certainly be mistaken. 

Hard. If he be what he has showm himself. I’m determined he shall never 
have my consent. 

Miss Hard. And if he be the sullen thing I take him, he shall never have 
mine. 

.Hard In one thing then we are agreed — ^to reject him. 

Miss Hard ' Yes. But upon condition's. For if you should find him less 
impudent; and I more presuming ; if you find him more respectful, and I more 
importunate — I don’t know — ^the fellow is well enough for a man. Certainly, J 
we don't meet many such at a horse-race in the country. 7? 

Hard. If we should find him so— but that’s impossible. The first appear- d 
ance has done my business: I'm seldom deceived in that. ' 
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Miss Haiti. And yet there may be m^y good qualities under that first 
appearance. 

Hard. Ay, when a girl finds a fellow’s outside to her taste, she then sets 
about guessing the rest of his furniture. With her a smooth face stands for 
good sense, and a genteel figure for every virtue. 

Miss Hard. I hope, sir, a conversation begun with a compliment to my 
good sense, \von't end with a sneer at my understanding. 

Hard. Pardon m^ Kate. But if young Mr. Brazen can find the art 'of 
reconciling contradictions, he may please us both, perhaps. - 

Miss Hard. And as one of us must be mistaken, what if we go to make 
further discoveries ? 

Hard. But depend on’t. I'm in the right. 

Miss Hard. And depend on't. I'm not mucli in the wrong. {Exeunt.) 

Enter TOXV running in with a casket. 

Tony. Ecod, I have got them ! Here they are. My cousin Con’s neck- 
lace-s, bob.s, and all. My mother shan't cheat the poor souls out of their fortin, 
neither. Oh I my genus, is that you ? 
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Enter Hastings. ' - 

Hast. My dear friend, how have you managed .with your mother ? I hope 
you have amused her with pretending love for your cousin ; and that you are 
willing to be reconciled at last. Our horses will be refreshed in a short time, 
and we shall soon be ready to set off. 

Tony. And here’s something to bear your chaiges by the way — (giving tJie 
caskei ) — ^your sweetheart’s jewels. Keep them ; and hang those, I say, that 
would rob you .of one of them. =• 

Hast. But how have you procured them from your mother ? - 

T my. Ask me no question^ and I’ll tell you ho fibs. I procured them by 
the rule of thumb. , If I had not a key to every drawer in mother's bureau, how 
could I go to the alehouse so often a(s I do ? An honest man may rob of him- 
self his own at any time. . 

Hast, Thousands do ‘it every day. But' to be plain with you. Miss Neville 
is endeavouring to procure -them from her aunt this very instant. If she 
succeeds, it will be the most delicate \vay at least' of obtaim'ng them. 

Tony. .Well, keep them, till you know how it will be. I know how it will 
b%. well enough ; she’d as soon part ^vith the only sound tooth in her head. 

Hast. -But I dread the effects of her resentment, when she finds she has lost 
them. ■ 

Tony. Never you mind her resentment, leave me to manage that. I don’t 
value her resentment the bounce of a. cracker. Zounds 1 here they are. 
Morrice! Prance 1 (Ejn't HASTINGS.) 

ToNV, Mrs. Hardcastle, Miss Neville. 

Mrs. Hard. Indeed, Constancy you amaze me. Such a girl as you want 
jewels ! It will be time enough for jewels, my dear, twenty years hence ; when 
your beauty begins to want repairs. 

Miss Nev. But what will repair beauty at forty, will certainly improve it at 
twenty, madam. 

Mrs. Hard. Yours, my dear, can admit of none^ That natural blush is 
beyond a thousand ornaments. Besides, child, jewels are quite out at present. 
Don’t you see half the ladies 'of our acquaintance, my Lady Kill-Daylight, and 
Mrs. Crump, and the rest of them, carry their jewels to town, arid bring nothing 
but paste and marcasites back ? 

Miss Nev. But who knows, madam, but somebody that shall be nameless 
would like me best with all my little finery about me ? 

Mrs. Hard. Consult your glass, my dear, and then see if, with such a pair It 
of eyes, you want any better sparklers. What do you think, Tony, my dear? ^ 
does your cousin Con want any jewels, in your eyes, to set off her beauty? 

Tony. That’s as thereafter may be. 

Miss Nev. My dear aunt; if you knew how it would oblige me. 

Mrs. Hard. A parcel of old-fashioned rose and table-cut things. They 
rould make you look like the court of King Solomon at a puppet-show. Besides. 
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I believe I can’t readily come at them. They may be missing, for aught I know 
to tlie cont^a^J^ 

Tony. {Apart to Mrs. Hardcastle.) Then why don’t you tell her so at 
once, as she’s so longing for tliem ? Tell her they’re lost It’s the only way to 
quiet her. Say -they’re lost, .and call me to bear witness. 

Mrs. Hard. {Apart to TONY.) You know, my dear. I’m only keeping them 
for you. So, if I say they’re gone, you’ll bear me witness, will you ? He ! he ! he ! 

Tony. Never fear me. Ecod, I’ll say-I saw them taken out with my own eye?. 

Miss Ncv. I 'desire them but for a day, madam. Just to be permitted to 
show them as relics, and then they nidy be locked up again. 

Mrs. Hard. To be plain with you, my^dear Constance, if I could find them, 
you should have them. They’re missing, I assure you. Lost, for aught. I 
know' ; but we must have patience wherever they are. 

Miss Nev. I’ll not believe it ; this is but a shallow pretence to deny me. I 
know they’re too valuable to be so slightly kept, and as you are to answ'er for 
the loss 

Mrs. Hard. Don’t be alarmed, Constance ; if they be lost; 1 must restore 
an equivalent. But my son'know's they are fnissing, and not to be found. 

Tony. That 1 can bear w'itness ta They are missing, and not to be found. 
I’ll take my oath on’t 

Mrs. Hard. You must learn resignation, my dear ; for though w'e lose our 
fortune, yet w'e sliould not lose our patience. See me, how calm I am. . 

Miss Ncv. Ay, people are generally calm at the misfortunes of otliers. 

Mrs. Hard. Now, I wonder a girl of your g^od sense should w'aste a 
thought upon such trumpet}'. We sliall soon find them ; and, in the meantime, 
you shall make use of my garnets, till your jewels be found. 

Miss Ncv. 1 detest garnets ! 

Mrs. Hard. The most becoming things in the world, to set off a clear com- 
plexion. You have often seen how well they look upon me. You sJufll have 

Miss Ncik I dislike them of all tilings. (7h Tony.) You shan’t stir. Was 
ever anything so provoking ? to mislay my ow'n jewels, and force me to w'ear 
her trumperj’l 

Tony. Don’t be a fool ! If she gjves you the garnets, take w'hat you can 
get The jcu’els are your ow'n already. I have stolen them out of her bureau, 
and she docs not know’ it. Fly to your spark, he’ll tell you more of the matter. 
Leave me to man^^c her. 

M iss Nc7'. My dear cousin ! 

Tony. \ anish ! She s here, and has missed them already. {Exit Miss 
Zounds! how she fidgets, and spits about like a Catharine-wheel I 


Neville.) 


Enter Mrs. Hardcastle 

Mrs. Hard. Confusion! thieves! robbers! 
bruken open, undone ! 


We arc cheated, plundered. 
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Ij Tltv/r, Whals the matter? what’s the matter, mamma ? I hope- nothing 
y has happcnctl to any of the good family ! 

jt J/rs. ItarJ. We arc robbed I jtfy bureau has been broke open, the jewels 
1? tai;cn out, and I’m undone. 

jf y iwr. Oh ! i.s llial all ? I la 1 ha ! ha I By the laws, I never saw it better 
)| acted in my life, Kcod,‘I thought you was ruined in earnest; ha I ha I ha I 

Mrs. JIarJ. Why, I>oy, I am ruined in earnest My bureau has been broke 
open, and nil taken away. 

.!*. Tony. Stick to that ; ha ha ! ha ! stick to that ; I’ll bear witness, you know; 
call me to bear witne.S!:. 

H ^Ars. /fan/. I tell you, Tony, by ail that's precious, the jewels are gone, and 
I shall be ruined for ever. 

Tony. Sure, I know the}’'rc gone, and I am to say so. 

^1' Mrs. Hard, My dearest Tony, but hear me. They're gone, I say. 
li, Tony. By the law.s, mamma, )’ou make me for to laugh ; ha t ha ! I know 
who took them well enough; ha! ha! ha I 
J ' Mrs. Hard. Was there ever such a blockhead, that can't tell the diflierence 
{ between jest and enrnc.st ? 1 tell you I’m not in jest, booby ! ^ 

^ Tony. That's right, that's right. You must be in a bitter passion, and then 

J nobody will .suspect either of us. I'll bear witness that they are gone. 

’ Mrs. Hard. Was there ever such a cross-grained brute, that won’t hear j 
, ^ me ! Can you bear witness that yovtre no better than a fool ? Was ever poor ^ 
^ woman so beset with fools on one hand, and thieves on the other? j 

Tony. y.J can bear witness to that. 

Mrs. Hard. Bear witness again, you blockhead, you; and I’ll turn you out J 
of the room directly. My poor niece! >vhat ■will become of hert Do you 
laugh, you unfeeling brute, as if you enjoyed my distress ? 

Tony. I can bear witness to that. ' ■ \ 

Mrs. Hard. Do you insult me, monster? I’ll teach you to' vex your | 
mother, I will. . - - ' J 

Tony. I can bear witness to that. {He runs off, slu follows him.) v 

E7t/cr Miss Hardcastle and Maid. , M 

Miss Hard> What an unaccountable creature is that brother, of mine, to V 
send them to the house as an. inn ; ha I ha! I don’t wonder at his impudence. Jl 
Maid. But what is more, madam, the young gentleman, as you passed by Jft 
in your present dress, asked me jf you were the barmaid ? He mistook you for ^ 

the barmaid, madam. ■ . ft 

Miss Hard. Did he ? Then, as I live, I’ni resolved to keep up the delu- » 

sion. Tell me. Pimple, how do you like my present dress ? Don’t you think I « 

look something like Cherry in the “ Beaux’ Stratagem ? " pW 

Maid. It’s the dress, madam, that’ eveiy, lady wears in the country, but w 
when she visits or receives company. ^ 

Miss Hard. And are you sure he does not remember my face or person ? ^ 
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Maid. Certain of it. ' 

Miss Hard. I vow, I -thought so; for though we spoke for some time 
together, yet. his fears were such, that he never once looked up during the 
interview. Indeed, if he had, my bonnet would have kept him from seeing me. 

Maid; But what do you hope from keeping him in his mistake ? 

Miss Hard. In the first place, I shall be seen, and that is no small advan- 
tage to a girl who brings her face to market Then I shall, perhaps, make an 
acquaintance and that’s ho small victoty gained over one who never addresses 
any but the wildest of her sex.' But my chief aim is to take my gentleman off 
his guard, and, like an invisible champion of romance examine the giant’s force 
before I offer to combat 

Maid. But are 3 'ou sure you can act your part, and disguise your voice so 
that he may mistake that, as' he has already mistaken your person ? 

Miss Hard: Never fear me. . I think I have got the true bar cant. — Did 
' your honour call ? — Attend the Lion there. — Pipes and tobacco for the Angel. 
— The Lamb has been outrageous this half-hour. 

Maid. It will do, madam. But he’s here. {Exit Maid.) 


Enter Marlow. 

Marl. What a bawling in every part of the house 1 I have scarce a 
moment’s repose. If I go to the best room, there I find my host and his story. 
If I fly to the gallery, there we have my hostess, with her curtsey down to the 
ground. ' I have at last got a moment to myself, and now for recollection. 

. * ( Walks and muses.) 

Miss Hard. Did you call, sir ? did your honour call ? 

Marl {Musing) As. for Miss Hardcastle, she’s too grave and sentimental 
for me. 

Miss Hard. Did your honour call ? 

{She still places lursclf before him, he turning away) 

Marl No, child. {Musing) Besides, from the glimpse I had of her, I 
think she squints. 

Miss Hard. I’m sure, sir, I heard the bell ring. 

Marl No, no. {Musing) I have pleased my father, however, by coming 
down, and I'll to-morrow please mjrself by returning. 

{Taking out his tablets, and perusing) 

Miss Hard. Perhaps the other gentleman called, sir. 

Marl I tell you, no. 

Miss Hard. I should be glad to know, sir. We have such a parcel of 
servants. 

Marl No, no, I tell you. {Looks full in her face) Yes, child, I think I 
did call. I wanted — I wanted — I vow, child, you are vastly handsome. 

Miss Hard. Oh ! la, sir, you’ll make one ashamed. 

Marl Never saw a more sprightly, malicious cya Yes, yes, my dear, I 
did call. Have you got any of your — ^a — ^what d'ye call it, in the house ? 
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■l/’/jff fforti. No, sir, we have been o«t of that these ten days. 

V«r/. One mav call in this house, I find, to very little purpose. Suppose 
I should call for a taste, just by way of trial, of the nectar of your lips ; perhaps 
I might be disappointed in that, too. 

Miss IIar. 7 \ Nectar 1 nectar! that's a liquor there's no call for in these 
parts. French, I suppose. We keep no French wines here, sir. 

SiLtrl Of trae English growth, I assure you. 

Miss Ihnl Then it's odd 1 should not know it. We brew all sorts of 
wines in this house, and I have lived here these eighteen years. . 

Mat h Eighteen years ? - Why, one would think, child, you kept the bar 
before you were born. How old are you ? 

Miss mni. Oh, sir. I must not tell my agel They say women and music 
should never be dated; 

MorL To guess at this- ‘distanci^ you can't be much .above forty. (--1/- 
. Yet nearer, 1 don't ‘think so much. {A/>/r,\tr/th:£^.) By coming 
closse to some women, they look younger still ; but when we come veia» close 

rndecd {Atit'n:/>tit:j: to Hss Ajw.) 

i Sifiss Pray, sir, keep your distance. One would think you wanted- 

to know one's age as they do hoisea, by mark of mouth. 

I MarK I protest, child, you use me extremely ill. If you keep me at this 
distance, how is it possible you and I cai\ be ever acquainted ? 

Miss Jfot'it And who wants to be acquainted with you ? I want no sudr 
acquaintance, not 1, I'm sure you did not treat hliss Hardcastlc, that was here 
a while ago, in this obslropalous manner. I'll warrant me, before her you 
looked dashed, and kept bowing to the ground, and talked, for all the world, as 
if you was before a justice of peace. 

MorK {Asitii',) Egad ! she has hit it, sure enough. {T%> /trr ) — In awe of her, 
cliild ? Ha ! ha ! ha 1 A mere awkward, squinting thing ; no, no. I find you 
don't know mo. 1 laughed, and rallied her a little ; but I was unwilling to be 
too severe. No, I could not be tc'o severe. 

Miss Jfonf. Oh I then, sir, you arc a favourite, 1 find, among the kadics. 
Mur/. \ cs, my dear, a great favourite. And yet, hang me, I don’t see 
what they finil in me to follow. At the ladies' club in town, I’m called tlieir 
^ agreeable Rattle. Rattle, child, is not my real name, but one I’m known by. ' 
if My name is Solomons. Mr. Solomons, my dear, at yonr serx’ice 

g, ' {OjTt'rin^ to st7/Ntt' /u'r.j 

^/iss JIard. Hold, sir ; you were introducing me to your club, not to your- 
.self. And you're so grc.at a favourite there, you say ? 

.1/(1//. Vos, my dear; there’s Mrs. Mantnap,' L.ady Betty Blackleg, the 
t ountess of Sligo, Mrs. Langhoms, old Miss Biddy Buckskin, and your humble 
.'!(:n*ant, keep up the spirit of the place. 


■ Miss /ford. Then it’s .a veia- merry place, I suppose. 

J/ar;, Yes. as lucria* as cards, suppers, wine, and old women cj 
M:\f I for./. And their agrec.ahlc R.atlle; ha I ha! ha! 


can make us. 
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Marl. (Asie/r.) Indeed I I don't quite like this chit. She looks knowing, 
methinks. (To her) — You laugh, child i 
^ Miss Hard. I can't but laugh to think what time they all have for 
minding their work or their family. 

Marl. (Aside.) All’s well, she don’t laugh at me. (To Do vote ever 
work, child ? 

Jlfiss Hard. Ay, sure. There’s not a screen or a quilt in the whole house 
but what can beat* witness to that. 

Marl. Odso 1 Then you ‘must' Show me your embroidery. I embroider, 
and draw patterns myself a little. If you want a judge of your work, you must 
apply to m& (Seisife^ her hand) 

Miss Hard. Ay, but the colours don’t look wjsll by candle-light. You 
shall see all in the morning. (Straggling) 

'Marl. And why not now, my angel ? Such beauty fires beyond the power 
of resistance. _Pshaw 1 the father here 1 My old luck 1 I never nicked seven, , 
that I did not throw ames-ace three times following. (Exit Marlow.) 

Enter Hardcastle, who Stands in surprise, ^ 

Hard, So, madam 1 So I find this is your modest lover ! This is your | 
humble 'admirer, that kept his eyes fixed on the ground, and only adored at j 
humble distance. Kate, Kate 1 art thou hot ashamed to deceive your father so ? 

Miss Hard. Never trust me, dear papa, but he’s still the modest man I M 
first took him for ; you’ll be convinced of it as well as I. * 

Hard. J3y the hand of my body, I believe his impudence is infectious! 
Didn’t I see him seize your hand i didn’t I see him haul you about like a milk- 
maid ? and now. you talk of his respect and his modesty, forsooth ! 

Mirs Hard. But if I shortly convince you of his modesty ; that he has only « 
the faults that will -pass off with tim^ and the virtues that will improve with w 
age, I hope you’ll forgive him, I 

Hard. The girl would actually make one run mad ; I tell you, I’ll not be ’ I 
convinced. I am convinced. He has scarcely been three hours in the house, f 
and he has already encroached on all my prerogatives. You may like his | 
impudence^ and call it modesty ; but ray son-in-law, madam, must have very' A 
different qualifications. . ^ 

Miss Hard. Sir, I ask but this night to convince you. ^ 

Hard. You shall not have half the time; for I have thoughts of turning 
him out this very hour. 

Miss Hard Give me that holir, then, and I hope to satisfy you. jl 

Hard. Well, an hour let it be, then. But I'll have no trifling with your ^ 
father. All fair and open, do you mind me ? 

Miss Hard. I hope, sir, you have ever found that I considered your oom- S 
mands as my pride ; for your kindness is such that my duty as j'ct has been ', J 
inclination. (Exeunt.) a 
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SCENE I.— lEw/zr Hastings Miss Neville. 

Hast. You surprise me! Sir Charles Marlow expected here this night 
Whei*e have you had your information ? 

Miss Ncv. You may depend upon it. I just saw his letter to Mr, Hard- 
castle, in which he' tells him he intends setting out a few hours after his son. 

Hast. Then, my Constance, all must be completed before he arrives. He 
knows me; and should he find me here, would discover. my name, and perhaps 
my design^ to the rest of the family. 

Miss Nev. The jewels, I hope, are. safe.- 

Hast. Yes, yes. I have sent them to Marlow, who keeps the keys of our 
bag^ge. In the meantime. I'll go to.prepare matters for our elopement I ‘ 
have had the squire's promise of a fresh pair of horses: and, if I should not see 
him again, will write him further directions. {Exit.) 

Miss Hev. Well, success attend you. In the meantime. I’ll go amuse my 
aunt with the old pretence of a violent passion for my cousin. {Exit.) 

Enter MKSJjyti, followed by a Servant 
Marl. I wonder what Hastings could mean by sending me so valuable a 
thing as a casket to keep for him, when he knows the only place I have is the 
seat of a post-coach at an inn-door? Have you deposited the casket with the 
landlady, as I ordered you ? Have you put it into her own hands ? 

Serv. Yes, your honour. 

Marl. She said she’d keep it safe, did she ? 

Scrv. Yes, she said she’d keep it safe enough ; she asked me how I came 
by it, and she said she had a great mind to make me give an account of 
myself. {E*il Servant) 

Mhrl. Ha I ha ! ha I They’re safe, however. What an unaccountable set 
of beings have we got amongst 1 This little barmaid, though, runs in my head 
most strangely, and drives out the absurdities of all the rest of the family. 
She’s mine, she must be minci or I’m greatly mistaken. 

' Enter Hasting.s, 

Hast. Bless me I I quite forgot to tell her that 1 intended to prepare at the 
bottom of the garden. Marlow here, and in spirits, tool 

Marl. Give me joy, George I Crown me, shadow me with laurels ! Well, 
George, after all, we modest fellows don’t want for success among the women. ^ 

Hast. Some women, you mean. But what success has your ' honour’s 
modesty been crowned with now, that it grows so insolent upon us? ^ 

Mart Didn’t you see the tempting, htisk, lovely little thing that runs about 
the house, with a bunch of keys to its girdle ? 
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Hast. \Yell and what then ? 

Jlarl. She’s mine, you rogue you. Such fire, such motion, such eyes, such 
lips— -but, egad I she would not let me kiss them, though. 

ffasf. But are you so sure, so verj* sure of her? 

Jlarl. WTiy, man, she talked of showii^ me her work above stairs, and I’m 
to improve the pattern. 

ffasf. You have taken care, I hope, of the casket I sent you to lock up ? 
It’s in safet}* ? - ‘ 

Mart. Yes. yes ; its safe enough. I have taken care of it. But how could 
you think tlie seat of a post-coach, at an inn-door, a place of safety ? Ah ! 
numskull! I have taken better pre<»utions for you than you did for your- 
self. I have 

ffasf. \Vliat ? 

I have sent it to the landlady, to keep for you. 

To the landlady ! 

The landlady. 

You did! 

I did. She’s to be answerable for its forthcoming, you know. 

Yes, she’ll bring it forth, widi a witness. 

Wasn't I right? I believe you’ll allow that I. acted prudently upon 


Sure nothing 


Marl, 
ffasf. 

Marl, 
ffasf. 

Jlarl. 

Hast. 

Jlarl. 

this occasion. 

Hast. {Asidt'.) He must not see my uneasiness. 

Jlarl. You seem a little disconcerted, though, methinks. 
has happened. 

ffasf. No, nothing. Ne\'er uns in better spirits in all my life. And so 
\*ou left it with the landlady, who. no doubt, very readily undertook the diarge? 

Jlarl. Rather too readily. For she not only kept the casket; but, through 
her great precaution, was going to keep the messenger too. Ha ! ha ! ha I 
ffasf. He ! he I he ! They are safe, however. 

Jlarl. As a guinea in a miser’s purse. 

Hast. {Aside.) So now all hopes of fortune are at an end. and we must set 
off without it (TV /«’;«.) Well, Charles. I’ll leave you to your meditations on 
tlie pretty barmaid ; and, he! he ! he ! may you be as successful for yourself, as 
you have been for me ! {Exif.) 

Jlarl. Thank ye, George ! 


Enter HaRDC.\STLE. 

Hard. 1 no longer know my own house. It’s turned all topsy-turty. His 
scr\*aius have got drunk already. I’ll bear it no longer; and yet, for my 
respect for his father, 1 11 be calm. (T'o /tint.) Mr. Marlow, your servant. I’m 
your vcr\- humble scr\-anL {Btnidn^- low.) 

Marl. Sir, your humble servant. {Asidel) What’s to be the wonder now? 

Hard. I believe, sir, you must be sensible, sir, that no man alive ought to 
be more welcome than your father’s son, sir. I hope vou think so. 
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Mart, I do, from my soul, sir. I don’t want much entreaty. I generally 
make my fatlicr s son welcome wherever he goes. 

Hard. I believe you do, from my soul, sir. But though.I say notlnng to 
^ your own conduct, that of j'our servants is insufferable. Their mann^ of 
^ drinking is selling a very bad example in this house, I assure you. 

)| Mart I protest, my verj' good sir, that’s no fault of mine. If they don't 
Jj:? drink as they ought, tluy are to blame. I ordered them not to spare the cellar: 

I did, I assure you. {To the side scene) Here, let one of my servants come up. 
'{To him.) My positive directions w'ere, that as I did not drink myself, they 
.should make up for my deficiencies below. 

Hard. Then, they had your ordem for what they do ! I’m satisfied. 

Mart They had, I assure you. You shall hear from one of themselves. 

Enter Servant, drunk. 

Mart You, Jeremy I Come forward, sirrah! What were my orders? ' 
Were you not told to- drink freely, and call for what you thought fit, for the 
good of the house ? 

Hard. {Aside.) I begin to lose my patience. 

ycremy. Please your honour, liberty and Fleet Street for ever ! Though 
I’m but a servant, I’m as good as another man. I’ll drink for no man before 
supper, sir I Good liquor will sit upon a good supper; but a good supper 
will not sit upon — {hicenp) — upon my conscience, sir. 

Mart You see; my old friend, the fellow is as dnink as he can possibly be. 

1 don’t know what you’d have more, unless you'd have the poor fellow soused 
in a beer-barrel. 

Hard. Zounds ! He'll drive me distracted if I contain myself any longer. 
{Aside.) Mr. Marlow, sir ; I have submitted to your inssolence for more than 
four hours, and I see no likelihood of its coming to an end. I’m now resolved 
to be master here, sir; and I desire that you and your drunken pack may leave 
my house directly. 

,• Mart Leave your house ?• Sure you jest, my good friend ! "What ! when 
I'm doing what I can to please you ? 

Hard. I tell you, sir, you don’t please me ; so I desire you’ll leave my 
house. 

Mart Sure you cannot be serious! At this time o’niglit, and such a 
night 1 Y ou only mean to banter me. 

Hard. I tell you, sir, I’m serious; and, now that my passions are roused, 

I say this house is mine, sir; this house is mine, and l command you to leave 
it directly ! 

Mart Ha 1 ha 1 ha I A puddle in a storm. . I shan’t stir a step, I assure 
you. {In a serious tone) This yoiir house, fellow I It’s ray house. This is 
my house. Mine, while I choose to stay.- \Vhat right have you to bid me leave 
this house, sir ? I never met with such impudence, nev er^i n my whole life 
before. ■ 



„***?'-/ ' 
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Hard. Nor I, confound me if ever I did. To come to my house, to call for 
what he likes, to turn me out of njy own chair, to insult the family, to order his 
servants to get drunk, and then to tell me, TYttf house is mine, sir. By all that’s 
impudent, it makes me laugh. Hal ha! Pray, sir {panter-in^, as you take the 
house, w’hat think you of taking the rest of the furniture ? There’s a pair of- 
silvcr candlesticks, and there's a fire-screen, and here’s a pair of brazen-nosed 
bellows — perhaps you may take a fancy to them. 

Marl. Bring me your bill, sir ; bring me your bill, and let's make no more 
words about it 

Hard. There are a set of prints, too. What think you of the " Rake's 
Progress" for your own apartment ? 

Marl Bring me your bill, I say; and I’ll leave you ai^d your house 


Progress" 

Marl 

directly. 

Hard. 

Marl 

Hard. 


Hard. Then there's a mahogany table, that you may see your own face in. 
Marl My bill, I say. 

Hard. I had forgot the great chair, for your own particular slumbers, after 
a hearty meal. 

Marl Zounds! bring me my bill, I say ; and let’s hear no more on’t 
Hard. Young man, young man, from your father’s letter to me, I was 
taught to expect a well-bred, modest man as a visitor here ; but now I find 
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: him no better llian a coxcomb, and a bully. But he will be down here pre- 
.sently, and shall hear more of it. {Exit.) 

Jlfart. I'lows this? Sure I have not mistaken the house! Everything 
I looks like an inn. The servants cry, Contittg. The attendance is awlnvard ; the 
barmaid, loo, to attend us.' But she’s here, and will further inform me; 'Whither 
so fast, child ? A word with you. 

Enter Mis.s Hardcastle. 

Miss Hard. Let it be short, then. I’m in a huny. (Aside.) I believe he 
begins to find out his mistake ; but it’s too soon quite to undeceive him. 

Mart. Pray, child, answer me one question. What are you, and what may 
your business in this house be ? 

Miss Hard. A relation of the family, sin 

Mart. What 1 a poor relation ? • • ' 

Miss Hard. . Yes, sir; a poor relation, appointed to keep the keys, and to 
sec that the guests want nothing in my power to give them'. 

Marl. That is, you act as the barmaid of this inn. 

Miss Hard. Inn ! Oh, la 1 What brought that in your head ? One of the" / 
best Tamilies in the country keep an inn I Ha I ha 1 ha 1 old Mr. Hardcastle's 
house an inn 1 

Mart. Mr. Hardcastle’s house I Is this house Mr. Hardcastle’s house, cliild ? 

Miss Hard. Ay, sure.- Whose else should it be ? ^ 

Mart. So then all’s out, and I have been imposed on. Oh, confound my 
stupid head ! I shall be laughed at over the whole town. I shall be stuck up in 
caricatura in all tlic print shops; the Dullissimo Maccaroni. To mistake this < 
house, of all others, for an inn ; and my father’s old friend for an innkeeper ! | 

What a s^vaggering puppy must he take' me for! What 'a silly puppy do I Jj 
find myself I There'again, may I be hanged, ray dear, but I mistook you for ft 
the barmaid, • ' 

Miss Hard. ■ Dear me ! dear me! I’m sure there’s nothing in my behaviour ft 
to put. me upon a level ^vith one of that stamp. 

Marl. Nothing, my dear, nothing. But I was in for a list of blunders, and jt 
could not help making you a subscriber. My stupidity saw everything "the A 
wrong way. - I mistook your assiduity for assurance, and yoiir simplicity for W 
allurement But it’s over. This house I no more show f/fy face in. » 

Miss Hqrd. I hope, sir, I have done nothing to disoblige you. I’m sure I ft 
should be sorry to affront any gentleman who has been so polite, and said so ^ 
many civirthirigs to ine! I ’rn sure I should he sorry fpreteudia^- to e/yO if he jf 
left the family upon my account ' I’m sure. I should be sorry, people said any- M 
thing amiss,. since I have no fortune but my character. » 

Mari (AJide.) By Heaven, she weeps. This is the first mark of tender- J 
ness I ever had from a mpdest woman, and it touches me. (To hcr^ Excuse J 
me, my lovely girl, you are the only part of the family I leave with reluctanca 0 
But to be plain m'tli you, the difference of our birth, fortune, and education, ^ 

I 


CasselFs Illustraicd Goldsmith. 


make an honourable connection impossible; and I can never harbour a thought 
of bringing ruin upon one whose only fault was being too lovely. 

Miss Hard. {Aside) Generous man I I now begin to admire Him. {To 
him) But I’m sure my family is as good as Mr. Hardcastle’s; and though I’m 
poor, that’s no great misfortune to a contented mind ; and until this moment, I 
never thought that it was bad to want fortune. ' 

Mart And why now, my pretty simplicity ? 

Miss Hard. Because *3t puts mo at a distance from one, that if I had a 
thousand pound, I would give it all to. 

Marl. {Aside) This simplicity bewitches me so, that if I stay I’m undone. 
I must make one bold effort, and leave her. {To her) Your partiality in my 
favour, my dear, touches me most sensibly ; and were I to live for myself alone, 
I could easily fix my choice. But I owe too much to the opinion of the world, 
too much to the authority of a father, so that — I can scarcely speak it — it 
affects me. Farewell. _ {Exit) 

Miss Hard. I never knew half his merit till now. . He shall not go, if I , 
have power or art to detain him. I'll still preserve the character in which I 
I stooped to conquer; but will undeceive my papa, who, perhaps, may laugh him 
out of his resolution. {Exit) 

' Enter ToNY, Miss' Neville. 

^ Tony. Ay, you may steal for yourselves the next time. I have done my 
I duty. She has got the jewels again, that’s a sure thing ; but she believes it was 
' all a mistake of the servants. 

[ Miss Nev. But, my dear cousin, sure you won’t forsake us in this distrc-ss. 
If she in the least suspects that I’m going off, I shall certainly be locked up, or 
sent to my Aunt Pedigree’s, which is ten times worse. 

Tony. To be sure, aunts of all kinds arc bad things ; but what can I do ? 

I have got you a pair of horses that will fly like Whistle-jacket, and I’m sure 
you can t say but I have courted you nicely before her face. Here she comes ; 
we must court a bit or two more, for fear she should 5U.spcct us. 

{They retire and seem to fotidle) 

^ Enter Mrs. Hardcastle. 

I . Hard. Well, I was greatly fluttered, to be sure. But my son tells me 

i u'as all a mistake of the servants. I shan't be easy, however, till they arc 
If married, and then let her keep her own fortune. But what do I sec ? 

together, as I m alive. I never saw Tony so .sprightly before. Ah 1 
A have I caught you, my pretty doves? What I billing, exchanging .stolen 
glances, and broken murmurs ? Ah I 

Tony. As for murmurs, mother, we grumble a little, now and then, to be 
w stirc. But there's no love lo.st between us. 

S 1 . ^ sP""Wing, Tony, upon the flame, only to make it burn 

K brighter. 
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Hfiss Cousin Tony ptonliscs to give us more of- his company at home. 
Indeed, he shan’t leave us any more. It won’t leave us, coasin Tony, will it? 

Tony. Oh ! it’s a pretty creature. No, I’d sooner leave my horse in a 
pound, than leave you, when you sniile upon one so. Your laugh makes you 
so becoming. 

Uliss Nn>. Agreeable cousin ! Who can help admiring that natural humour, 
that pleasant, broad, red, thoughtless (^patting his check), ah I it’s a bold face. 

Mrs. Hard. Pretty innocence ! 

Tony. I’m sure I always loVed cousin Con’s hazel eyes, and her pretty long 
fingers, that she twists this way and that, over* the haspicholl^.like a parcel of 
bobbins. 

^ Mrs. Hard. Ah ! he would charm the bird from the tree. I was never so 
happy before. My boy takes after his father, poor Mr. Lumpkin, exactly. The 
jewels, my dear Con, shall be yours incontinently. You shall have them. 
Isn’t he a sweet boy, my dear ? You shall be married to-morrow, and we'll 
put off' the rest of his education, like Mr. Drowsy’s sermons, to a fitter oppor- 
tunity. 

jEu/er DiggorV. 


Tony. 

T>is& 

Tony. 

Digg. 

Tony. 


Wierc’s the ’squire ? 1 have got a letter for your worship. 

Give it to my mamma. She reads all my' letters first. 

1 had orders to deliver it into your own hands. 

Who docs it come from ? 

Your worship mun ask that o’ the letter itself. 

I could wish to know, though. {Taming Ute letter andgaeing on it.) 

Miss Ncv. {Aside.) Undone, undone ! A letter to him from Hastings. 
I know the hand. If my aunt sees it, we are ruined for ever. I’ll 'keep her 
employed a little, if I can. ( To MRS. H ARDCASTLE.) But I have not told you, 
madam, of my cousin’s smart answer just now to Mr. Marlow. We so laughed. 
Y ou must know, madam — ^this way a little; for he must not hear us. {T/uyeott/er.) 

Tony. {Still gasing.) A cramp piece of penmanship, as ever I saw 

in my life. I can read your print-hand very well. But here there are such 
handles, and shanks, and dashes, that one can scarce tell the head from the 
tail. "To Anthony Lumpkin, Esq.” It’s very odd, I can read the outside of 
my letters, where my own name is, well enough. But when I come to open it, 
it is all — buzz. That’s hard, very hard ; for the inside of the letter is always 
the cream of the correspondence. 

Mrs. Hard. Ha ! ha 1 ha ! Very well, very well. And so my son was too 
hard for the philosopher. 

Miss Ncv. Yes, m adam ; but you must hear the rest, madam. A little 
more this way, or he may hear us. You’ll hear how he puzzled him again. 

Mrs. Hard. He seems strangely puzzled now himself, methinks. 

Tony. {Still gasing) An up and down hand, as if it was disguised in 
liquor. {Reading) “Dear Sir.” Ay, that’s that. Then there’s an iif, and a y , 

: whether the next he issard or an R. confound me, I cannot tell 




Tmt. ifitwliiig.) “ Bca» Sir." Ay, lhai'» thal. Then there'i an M, and a T, and a S i but whether thd neat he /a«»n/ 
or an if, confound me, 1 cannot telL AcHV, Stmt I, 

Mrs. Hard. What's that, my dear ? Can I give you any assistance ? 

Miss Hcv. Pray, aunt, let me read it. Nobody reads a cramp hand 
better than I. ( Twitching the letter from him.') Do you know who it is from ? , 
Tony. Can’t tell, except from Dick Ginger, the feeder. 

Miss Ncv. Ay, so it is. {Pretending to read.) “ Dear 'Squire, — Hoping that 
you’re in health, as I am at this present. The gentlemen of the Shake-bag club 
has cut the gentlemen of the Goose-green quite out of feather. The odds— um 
— odd battle — um — ^long fighting — um — ” Here, here; it’s all about cocks 
and fighting ; it’s of no consequence ; here, put it up, put it up. 

( Thnisting the crumpled letter upon hini^ 

Tony. But I tell you, miss, it’s of all the consequence in the world. I 
would not lose the rest of it for a guinea. Here, mother, do you make it out. 
Of no consequence 1 {Giving MkS. H AKDCASTLE the letter.) 

Mrs. Hard. How's this? {Reads.) — 

Wear ’Squire, — I’m now waiting for Miss Neville, with a post-chaise and pair, at the bottom 
j of the garden, but I find my horses yet unable to perform the journey. I expect you’ll assist 
i U US with a pair of fresh horses, as you promised. Dispatch is necessary, .is the hag (ay, the hag), 
[I your mother, will otherwise susjaict us. Yours, HASTINGS, 

\\ tiTanl me patience! 1 shall run distracted. My rage chokes me! 
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Iliss Ncv. I hope, madam, you’ll suspend your resentment for a few 
moments, and not impute to me any impertinence or sinister design tliat 
belongs to another. 

Mrs. Hard. {Qtrtsiywg very /aw.) Fine-spoken madam, you are most 
miiaculouslj>- polite and engaging, and quite the verj- pink of courtesy and 
drcumspection, madam. {C/iaKgwgkerion^ And you, j'ou great ill-fashioned 
oaf, with scarce sense enough to keep your moutli shut 1 were you, too, joined 
against me ? But I’ll defeat all 3*our plots in a moment. As for }*ou, madam, 
since you have got a pair of fresh horses readj*, it would be cruel to disappoint 
diem. So, if j^ou please, instead of runnii^ awaj*" with j'our spark, prepare, diis 
vei3* moment, to run off with vtc. Your old Aunt Pedigree will keep j*ou secur<^ 

1 11 nnirant me. You too, sir, may* mount j^our hons^ and guard us upon the 
way. Her^ Thomas, Roger, Diggoiy’', Fll show you diat I wish you better than 
you do yourselves. (£37/.) 

Miss Ncv. So, now I’m completdy ruined< 

Tony. .Ay, that’s a sure diing. 

J/fjf Ncv. \Vha.t better could be expected, from being connected nidi sudi 
a stupid fool, and after all die nods and signs I made him ? 

Tony. By die laws, miss, it iras your own cleverness, and not mv stupidit\% 
that did your business. You were so nice, and so bus5^ with your Shake-ba^ 

^ and Goose-greens, that I drought you could newer be nialdng belie\-e. 

Enter H.\stixgs. 

^ “y letter and 

betray ed us, \\ as tins well don^ 5'^ung gentieman ? 

herSi. ^ 

Enter M.\rlow. 

i driven into fll m-iimp among you. Rendered contemptible, 

L mto ill-manners, despised, insulted, laughed at. 

Bedlam brokeloose presently. ' 

I obligation! " ‘ ^ ^ gentleman to whom we all owe ei*ciy 

I age are a prot^ri^ ? ^ ^ ^‘**°*^ "'l'°®e ignorance and ’’ 

I all our embarrassments. ‘®e enough to make himself iiicrry'^ with 

Hast An insensible cub ! 

Mar/. Replete with tricks and mischief. ^ 

1 wimros an csplanation. You knw 0™^,- Hastings, '■ 

^ deceive me. mistakes, yet would not un- J 


S//t' Sfoops to Conquer. 


lortiirol as I ani with my own disappointments, is tliis a time for 
cN-pianatiojis > It is not friendly, Mr. Marlo\y. 

.l/irr.C Unt, sir-— 

.Vtsf .y,-:-. Mr. Marlow, we never kept on your mistake, till it was too late 
iindccoivc you. Re pacified. 

F.nttr Sen'ant. 

.^rv;*. My mistress desires you’ll get ready imnicdiately, madam. The 
horses arc putting to. Your hat and things are in the next rooin. We are to 
go thirty miles before morning. {£ji 7 V Servant.) 

!Sttsi Well, well ; I’ll come presently. 

2iTori. (To Hastings.) Was it well done, sir, to assist in rendering me 
ridiculous ? To hang me out for the scorn of all my acquaintance ? Depend 
uj>nn it, sir. I shall expect an explanation. 

Ihsf. Was it well done, .sir, if you’re upon that subject, to deliver what I 
entrusted to yourself to the care of another, sir? 

ji/r'xr Mr. Hastings. Mr. Marlow, why will you increase my distress by 
this groundless dispute ? I implore, I entreat you 


Servant 

StTV. Vour cloak, madam. My mistress is impatient , 

Ji/iss I come. Pray be pacified. If I leave you thus, I shall die with < 
apprehension. 

E flier Servant 

Sen’. Your fan, muff, and gloves, madam. The horses are waiting. e 

Miss Oh, Mr. Marlow! if you knew what a scene of constraint and \ 

ill-nature lies before me. I’m sure it would convert your resentment into pity. j 
"Mar/, I’m so distracted with a variety of passions, that I don't know what ^ 
Ido. Forgive me, madani. Qcorge, forgive me. You know my hasty temper, | 
and .should not exasperate it J 

//asf. The torture of my situation is my only excuse. fl 

Miss iV’irj'. Well, my dear Hastings, if you have that esteem for me that I J| 
think, that I am sure you have, your constancy for three years will but increase ^ 

the happiness of our future connection. If ^ 

Mrs. Marti. ( IVii/iifi.) Miss Neville. Constance, why, Constance, I say. J| 
Miss Ncv. I’m coming. Well, constaii^. Remember, constancy is the ^ 
,'ord. (Exit.) W 

‘ Mast. My heart, how can I support this! To be so near happiness, and J 

such happiness I & 

Marl. (To ToNY.) You see now, yourig gentleman, the effects of your A 
folly. What might be airiusement tp you, is here disappointment, and even Jf 
distress. 

Tofif. (From a reverie.) Rcod. I have hit it. It’s here. Your hands. J 
Yours and yours, my poor sulky. My boots there, ho 1 Meet me t\vo hours ^ 
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hence at the bottom of the garden; and if you don’t, find Tony Lumpkin a 
more good-natured fellow than you thought for, I’ll give you leave to take my 

best ho^, and Bet Bouncer into the bargain. Come along. My boots, ho 1 

^lExatnt) 


ACT y. 

SCENE 1 . — Scene eoniinnes. 

Enter Hastings and SriRVANT. . 

Hast. ‘You saw the old lady and Miss Neville drive off, you say ? 

Serv. Yes, your honour; they went off in a post-coach, and the young 
’squire went on horseback. . They’re tliirty miles off by this time. 

Hast. Then all my hopes are over. 

Serv. Yes, sir. Old Sir Charles is arrived. He and the old gentleman of 
the house have been laughing at Mr. Marlow’s mistake this half-hour. They 
are coming this way. . 

Hast. Then I must not be seen. So now to nsy fruitless appointment at 
the bottom of the garden. This is about the time. (jE'.v/V.) 

Enter Sir Charles and Hardcastle. 

Hard. Ha ! ha ! ha ! The perqmptoiy .tone in which he sent form his 
sublime commands ! j 

Sir Charles. And the reserve with which I suppose he treated all (your 
advances 1 

Hard. And yet he might have seen something in me above a comanon 
innkeeper, too. \ 

Sir Charles. Yes, Dick, but he mistook you for an .uncommon innkcciWr, 
ha 1 ha 1 ha ! 

Hard. Well, I'm in too good spirits to think of anything but joy. Y^js, 
my dear friend, this union of our families will make our personal friendshifos 
hereditar}' ; and though my daughter’s fortune is but small——- | 

Sir Charles. Why, Dick, will you talk of fortune to me? My son ijs 
possc^d of more than a competence already, and can want nothing but a 
and virtuous girl to share his happiness and increase it. If they like each oth 
as yon s!xy they do 

Hard. If, man 1 I tell you they do like cadi other. My daughter 
good as told me .so. 

Sir Charles. Hut girls are apt to flatter themselves, you know. 

Hard. 1 saw him grasp her hand in the warmest manner myself; and h^ 
hir comes to put you out of your i/s, I warrant him. / . 


cr, 

•n-s 




Sir Charin itttrbna. But did he pniren any auachmentf 
itia Hardaatle. Ahninsooe. . . , . 

ffariaatle. Now, nijr friend, I hope j-ou are uUefiedt Act r. Stent t. 


Enter Marlow. • 

Mar/. I com^ sir, once more, to ask pardon for my strange conduct. I 
can scarce reflect on my insolence without confusion. 

Bare/. Tut; boy, a trifle.' You take it too gravely. An hour or two’s 
laughing with my daughter will set all to rights again. She’ll never like you 
the woree for it 

Mar/. ■ Sir, I shall be ahvays proud of her approbation. 

Hard. Approbation is but a cold word, Mr. Marlow : if I am not deceived, . 
.you have something more than approbation thereabouts. You take me \ 

Mar/. Really, sir, I have not that happiness. 

Hard Corner boy, I’m an old fellow, and know what's what as well as you 
that are younger. I know what has passed between you ; but mum. 

Mar/. Sure, sir, nothing has passed between us, but the most profound 
respect on my side, .and the most distant reserve on hers. You don’t 
think, sir. that my impudence has been passed upon all the rest of the 
family ? 

Hard Impudence 1 No, I don’t say that Not quite impudence. Tliough 
girls like to be played with, and rumpled a little too^ sometimes. JBut she has | 
told no tales; I assure }’ou. 
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Marl. I never {javc hcrllic HHglitcst cfiufsc. . ^ 

Hard. Well, well, I like modesty hi its jilacc well enoiifjli. Jhit this is 
oVcr-actlng, young gentleman. You may be ojien. Your father, iiml I will like | 
you the belter for It. 

Marl. May 1 die, sir, if I ever— « — 

Hard. 1 tell you, fjlic don't dislike you ; and as I'm sure you like her- 
Marl. . Dear sir— -I iirplest, .sir 

Hard. I .sec no reason why you should not be yAtwA as fast as the )>arson 
^ can tic you. . 

Marl. ]Jut hear me, sir—— . 

Hard. Your father approves the match, I admire it, every moment's delay I 

will be doing mischief, so \ 

Marl, ]Jut why won't you hear me? JJy all that’s just and true, I never 

t gave Miss I-Tardcastlc the liHghlent mark of my attachment, or even the most 
distant hint to suspect me of affection. We had but one interview, and that 


t was formal, modest, and uninteresting. 

Hard, {Aside.) This fellow’s formii 

Sir Charles. And you never gra«|)e<l her hand, ux made any protes 


I Hard, {Aside.) This fellow’s formal, modest impudence iit beyond bearing, 


tations ? ij’ 

Marl. As Heaven is my witne;;s, I came down in //bedicnce to yrnir com- 
j . mands. I sav/ the lady v/lthout emotion, and parted v/ilhout reluctance. I ^ 
^ hope you’ll exact no further proofs of my duty, nor prevent me from leaving a ^ 
% hou5:a in which 1 suffer so many mortifusitions. {Jixif.) ^ 

ii Sir Charles, I’m itstonished at the air of isincerity v/ith which lup-parted. | ' 
^ Hard, And I’m astonished at the dcliiierate intrej>idily of his assurance. J f 
Sir Charles. I dare jdedge my life and honour uj^on his triitli, ft 

Hard. Here cfunes my daiigiiter, and \ v/caiid stake my hap]>in(s;s upon {[ 
her vcnicily. 'X 

ft ' I 

Jf Jlntcr 7>liss | 

W Hard. K.'ite, come hither, child. Aiisv/er us sincerely, and v;itl>oHt reserve*. 
li.ne Mr. ?vfarlov/ made you any professions of Iwe atul affection ? 

^ Miss Hard. 'J'lie ques;tion is very abru]/t, sir. liut ssinee yon require un* 
rc'trved s,inccrily, 1 tliink he has. 

^ Hard. {To SJK CllAI'-Uitt.) Y» ,u see, 

.( ^ Sir Chnries, And pray, madam, Jisr/e you aufl my ston hfid more than one 
Vj inlerviev/ ? 

a Miss Hard. Ye*;, sir, sieveod. 
jj. Hard. (To Sn-. ) YtAi 

Charlrs. Hat ffpl he profe:;-, any sttlsiciiiiicnt ? 


Miss Hard. A la'Jling one. 

Sir Chnrhs. iJid Jj,; tall: of love? 

Miss Hard. Mueit. sir, 

.U. Sir Clfirles. Amazing! aiui stU 'dib f,rmal!y ? 
Hnr,{. I'ormally, 

* I* e I 


I 
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ILmi, Now, my friend, I 'liopc you are satisfied ? 

Sir Charles. And how did he behave, madam ? . , 

Miss ITard. As most professed admirers do. Said some civil things of my 
face; talked much of his want of meri^ and the greatness of mine; mentioned 
his heart ; gave a short tragedy speech, and ended with pretended rapture. 

Sir Charles. Now I'm- perfectly -convinced, indeed. I know his conveisa- 
tion among women to be modest and submissive. This forward, canting, 
ranting manner by no means describes him, and I am confident he never sat 
for the picture. * ‘ ■ 

Miss Hard. Tlicn what, sir, if I should convince you to your face of my 
sincerity ? If you and my papa, in about half an hour, will place your- 
selves behind that screen, }’’ou shall hear him declare his pa^ion to me in 
person. • . ■ 

Sir Charles. Agreed. And if I find him what you describe, all my happi- 
ness in him must have an end. . ■ ‘ {Exit.) 

Miss Hard. And if you don’t find him what I describe — I fear my happi- 
ness must never have a. beginning. {Examt.) 


Scene changes to the back of the Garden, , '' 

Enter Hastings. 

Hast. What an idiot am I, to wait here for a fellow who probably takes a 
delight in mortifying me I He never intended to be punctual, and I’ll Avait no 
longer. -What do I sec ? It is he, and perhaps -with news of my Constance; 


Enter Tonv, booted and spattered. 

Hast: My honest ’squire ! I now find you a man of your word. This 
looks ^like friendship. 

Tony. Ay, I’m your friend, and the best friend you have in the wprld, if ^ 
you knew but all. This riding by nighli by-tlie-by, is cursedly tiresome. It. 
has shook me worse than the basket of a stage-coach. , ■ 

Hast. But how ? Where did you leave your fellow-travellers ? Are they 
in safety ? Are they housed ? 

Tony. Five-and-twenty miles in two hours and a half is no such bad 
driving. The poor beasts have smoked for it. Rabbit me, but I’d ratlier ride 
forty miles after a fox, tlian ten with such varmait. 

Hast. Well, but where have you left the ladies ? I die with impatience. 

Tony. Left them ? ^Vhy, where should I leave them, but where I found 
them ? 

Hast. 

Tony 


This is a riddle. 


Riddle me this then. What’s that goes round the house, and round ^ 
the house, and never touches the house ? 

Hast. I’m still astray. 
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Tony, "ttliy, that's it, mon. I have led them astray. By jingo, there s not 
pond or slough \vithin five miles of the places but they can tell the taste of. 

Hast. Ha, ha, ha! I understand: you took them in a* round, while th^' 
ipposed themselves going forward. And so you have at last brought ftem 
home again. 

Tony. You shall hear. I first took them down Feather-bed Lan^ ^yhe^e we 
stuck fast in the mud. . I then rattled them crack o\’er the stones of Up-and- 
Down Hill— I then introdur^ them to the gibbet, on Heavy-tree Heath ; and 
from that with a drcumbendibus, I fairly lodged them in the horse-pond at the 
bottom of the garden. ' ' - 

Hast, Blit no accident, I hope: 

Tony. Xo, no. Onl\- mother is confoundedly frightened. She thinks her- 
self forU' miles off. She's sick of the joum^', and the cattle can scarce crawl. 
So, if your own horses be ready, 3'ou xnaj' whip off with cousin, and I’ll .be 
bound that no soul here can budge a foot to follow' you. 

Hast. My dear friend, how can I be grateful ? 

Tony. Aj*, now it’s dear friend, noble 'squire. Just now, it was all idiot, 
cub. and run me through the guts. Confound your way of fighting, I say. , 
After we take a knock in this part of the country, we kiss'and be friends. But^ 
if 3'oa had run me tfiroi^h the guts, then X should be dead, and you might go 
kiss the haitgman. 

Hast. The rebuke is just. But I most hasten to rdieve hliss Neville ; if 
you keep the old ladj* emplo^'ed, I promise to take care of the young one. 

{Exit Hastings.) 

Tony. Never fear me Here she comes. Vanish! She’s got from the 
pond, and draggled up to the wmst like a mermaid. 

Enter MRS. H.tRDC-ASTLE. 

7 -Irs. Hard. Oh, Tony. I’m killed — shook — battered to death. I shall 
ne-.-er survive it. That last jolt, that laid us against the quickset hedge, has 
g done mj- business. 

^ Tony, .-yack! mamma, it was all your own fault. You w'ould be for 
VA running away by night, without knowing one inch of the way. 

^ Hard. I wish we were at home r^ain. I never met so many accidents 

u in so short a journey. Drenched in the mud, overturned in a ditch, stuck fast 
ri in a slough, jotted to a jelly, and at last to lose our way ! Whereabouts do you 
;| think we are, Tony ? 

X Tony. By my guess ',ve should be upon Crackskull’ Common, about forty 
mi’vs from home. 

■ -'fr*. Hard. OK lud! oh, lud! the most notorious spot in all the country. 

V, e only want a ro'oberj' to make a complete night on't. 

' ^ be afraid, mamma ! don't be afraid. Two of the five that were 

banged, and the other three may not find us. Don't be afraid. Is 
::..-it a man that's gaiiop-ng behind us ? No ; it's only a tree. Don't be afraid. 
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The fright will certainly kill me. 

Tony. Do you see anything like a black hat moving’ behind the thicket ? 

Mrs. Hard. Ohi death! *_ • - ^ . 

Tony. No, it’s only a cow. Don't be afraid, mamiiia : don’t be afraid. 

' Mrs. Hard. As I’m alive, 'Tony, I sec a man coming towards us. Ah ! rm 
sure on’t. If he perceives us; we are undone. - ' ’ 

• To$iy. {Aside.) Father-in-law, by all that’s unlucky, come to take one of his 
night walks. {To her.) Ah! it’s a highwayman, with pistols as long as my 
arrii. An ill-looking fellow. ■ . * ' 

Mrs. Hard. Good Heaven 1 defend us 1 He approaches. 

Tony. Doi you hide yourself in that -thicket, and leave me to manage him. 
If there'be any danger. I’ll cough and cry — Client 1 When I cough, bo sure to 
keep close. ■ (Mrs. Hardcastle Aides behind a tree, in the back scctic.) 

Enter Hardcastle. 

. Hard. I’m mistaken, or T heard voices of people in want of help. Oh, 
Tony, is that you ? I did not expect you so soon back. Are your mother and 
her charge in safety ? ' 

. Tony. Very safe, sir, at my Aunt Pedigree’s. Hem I 
Mrs. Hard. {From behind^ Ah, death I 1 find there’s danger. , 

Hard. Forty miles in three hours ; sure that’s too much, my youngster. 
Tony. Stout horses and willing minds make short journeys, as they su)’. 
Hem I 

Mrs. Hard. {From behind^ Sure he’ll do the dear boy no 'harm ! ' . 

Hard. But I heard a voice here ; I shall be glad to know from whence it 
came. 

Tony. It was I, sir ; talking to myself, sir. I was saying, that forty milc.s 
in three hours was very good going—hem ! As to be sure, it was — hem ! I 
have got a sort of cold by being out in the air. We’ll go in, if you please— ? 
hem ! 

Hard. But if you talked to yourself, you did not answer yourself. I am 
certain I heard two voices, and am resolved {raising his voice) to find the other 
out 

Mrs. Hard. (From behind.) Oh I he’s coming to find me out Oh 1 
Tony. What need you go, sir, if I tell you— hem 1 I'll lay down my life for 
the truth— hem ! I’ll tell you all, sir. • {Detainins him.) 

■lard. 1 tell you, I will not be detained. I insist on seeing. It’s in vain 
to expect I’ll believe you. 

Mrs. Hard, {runninsfonoardfrotn behind.) Oh, lud, he’ll murder my poor 
boy, my darling! Here, good gentleman, whet your rage upon me. Take my 

money, my life ; but spare that young gentleman, spare my child, if you have 
jS any mercy. ^ 

, Hard. M\ uifo. as I m a Christian. From whence can she come, or what 
Ooes; she mean ? 
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Mrs.-Hard. {Kiu^iitg^ Take C9mpassion on us^ good Mr. Highn-ayman. 
Take our money; our watcher all we Jiave ; bu tspare our lives. We will never 
bring you to justice; indeed, we won’t; good'Mr, Highwayman. 

• Hard. I believe the woman’s out of her senses. . What TDorolhy, don’t you 

know'wwf 

Mrs. Hard.. Mr. Hardcastle, as I’m alive I My fears blinded me. But 
who, my dear, could have expected to meet you here, in this frightful place, .so 
far froin home ? What has brought you to follow us ? 

Hard Sure, Dorothy, you have not lost your wits ? So far from home, 
when you -are within forty yards of your own door? (To him) This is one 
of jmur old tricks, you graceless rogue, you. (To her) Don’t you know the 
gate^ and the mulberry-tree? and don’t you remember the horse-pond, 
my dear? 

Mrs. Hard Yes, 1 shall remember the horse-pond as long as I live: I have 
' caught my death in it (To ToNY.) , And is it to you, you graceless varlet, I 
owe all this ? I’ll teach you to abuse your mother, I will. 

Tony. Ecod, mother, all the parish says you have spoiled me, and so you 
may take the fruits on’t. 

Mrs. Hard. I’ll spoil you, I will. (Follows him off the stage. Exit) 

. ■ - Hard There’s morality, however, in his reply. (Exit) 


■ ' Enter Hastings and Miss Neville. 

Hast.. My dear Constance, why will you deliberate tlius ? If we delay a 
moment, all is lost for ever. Pluck up a little resolution, and wc shall soon be 
; .out of the reach of her malignity. 

.. Miss Nev. I find it impossible. My spirits are so sunk with the agitations 
I have suffered, that I am unable to face any new danger. Two or three years’ 
patience will at last crown us with happiness. 

Hast. Such a tedious delay is worse than inconstancy. Let us fly, my 
charmer. Let us date our happiness from this very moment. Perish fortune ! 
'Love and content will increase what we possess, beyond a monarch’s revenue. 

Let me prevail. 

Miss Nev. No, Mr. Hastings; no. Prudence once more comes 
relief, and I will obey its dictates. In the moment of passion, fortune ni.iv 
■ despised ; but it ever produces a lasting rcpentanca I’m resolved to apply to ^ 
Mr. Hardcastic’s compassion and justice for redress. 

T 


to my « 
niiiy bo it 

r»r»lv fn H 


Hast. But though he had the will, he has not the jjower to relievo 


you 


Miss Nev. But he has influence, and upon that I am resolved to 
Hast. I have no hopes. But since j’ou persist, I must reluctantly 


o roly. A 

[y obey yvu. ^ 
(Ext:z:il.\ 
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Scene changes. 


Enter SiR Charles atid Miss Hardcastle. 

Sir Charles. What a situation am I in ! If what you say appears, I shall 
then find a guilty son. If what he says be true, I shall then lose one that, of 
all. others, I most wished for a daughter. 

Miss Hard. I am proud of your' approbation, and to show I merit it, if you 
place yourselves as I directed, you shall hear his explicit declaration. But he 

comes. • / ' . . ■ . 

Sir Qtarles. I’ll to your father, and Jeejq) him to the appointment. 

{Exit Sir Charles.) 

.JEwfcr Marlow. 

'Marl. Though prepared for setting out, Tcome once more to talcc leave; 
n'or did I, till this moment, know the pain i feel in the separation.' 

Miss Hard. {In her own natural mamter) I believe these sufferings cannot, 
be very grcal^ sir, which you can so «sily remove. A day or -two longer, 
perhaps, might lessen your uneasiness, by showing the little value of what you 
now think proper to regret. 

Marl. {Aside) This girl every moment improves upon me. {To her.) It 
must not be, madam. I have already trifled too long witK my heart My very 
pride begins to submit to my passion. The disparity of education and fortune, 
the anger of a parent, and the contempt of my equals, begin to lose their 
weight and nothing can restore me to myself but this painful effort of reso- 
lution. 

Miss Hard. Then go, sir. I’ll urge nothing more to detain you. Though ' 
my family be as good as hers you came down to visit ; and my education, I 
hope, not inferior, what are these adA^tages, without equal affluence ? • I 'must 
remain contented with the slight approbation of imputed merit; I must have- 
only the mockery of your addresses, while all your serious aims are fixed on 
fortune. 

Etiier Hardcastle and Sir Charles /ww behind. 

Sir Charles. Here, behind this screen. 

Hard. Ay, ay, make no noise. I'll engine my Kate covers him with con- 
fusion .’it last. 

Marl. By heavens, madam, fortune w’as ever my smallest consideration. 
"Your beauty at first caught my eye ; for who could sec that without emotion ? 
But ever^' moment that I converse with you, steals in some new grace, 
heightens the picture, and gives it stronger expression. What at first seemed 
rustic plainness, now appears refined simplicity. WTiat seemed forward assur- 
ance, now strikes me as the result of courageous innocence and conscious 
virtue. 

Sir Charles. 




What can it mean ? He amazes me ! 
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Hard. I told you how it would be. Hush ! 

Marl. I am now determined to stay, madam ; and I have too good an 
opinion of my fathers discernment, when he secs you, to doubt his approbation. 

Miss Hard. No, Mr. h^rlow, I will not, cannot detain you. Do'you think 
I could suffer, a connection in which there is the smallest room for repentance ? 
Do you think I would take the mean advantage of a transient passion, to load 
you with confusion ?. Do you think 1 could over relish that happiness 
which was acquired by lessening yours ? 

' Marl .By all that's good, I' can have no happiness but what’s in your 
power to grant me. Nor shall I ever feel repentance, but in not having seen 
your merits before. . I will stay, even contrary to your wishes ; and though, you 
should persist to shun 'me, I will make my respectful assiduities atone for the 
levity of my past conduct.. . ‘ • 

Miss Hard. Sir, I must entreat you’ll desist. • As our acquaintance began, 
so let it end, in indifference. I might have given an hour or two to levity ; but 
seriously, Mr. Marlow, do you think I could ever submit to a connection where 
- 1 must appear mercenary, and you imprudent ? Do you think I could ever 
catch at the confident addresses of a secure admirer ? 

Marl. {Kneeling.) Does this look like security ? Docs this look like con- 
fidence ? No, madam ; every moment that shows me your merit, only serves 

to increase my diffidence and confusion. Here let me continue 

Sir Charles. I can hold it no longer. Charles, Charles, how hast thou 
deceived me ! Is this your indifference, your uninteresting conversation ? 

Hard. Your cold contempt; your formal interview? What have 'you to 
say now ? 

Marl. That I’m all amazement ! What can it mean ? 

Hard. It means, that you can say and unsay things at pleasure. That you- 
can address a lady in private, and deny it in public ; that you have one story 
for us, and another for my daughter. 

Marl. Daughter! — this lady your daughter ! 

Hard. Yes, sir, my only daughter; my Kate. Whose else should she be ? 
Marl. Oh, 1 « 

Miss Hard. Yes, sir, that very identical tall, squinting lady you weto 
pleased to take me for. o, .. . . . . .. I. . 


lid. 


{Curtseying.) She that you addressed as the mA.-, 
modest, sentimental man of gravity, and the bold, forward, agreeable Rattla of 
the ladies’ club ; ha 1 ha 1 ha ! ^ 

Marl. Zounds, there’s no bearing this ; it’s worse than death. 

Mtss Hard. In which of your characters, sir, will you give us leave 
address you ? As the faltcrinff gentleman, with looks on the ground, t 


to 

Ihat 


speaks just to be heard, and hales hypocrisy; or the loud confident creat/urc, 
that keeps it up with Mrs. Mantrap, and old Miss Biddy Buckskin, till thrJo in 
the morning ? ha ! ha I ha ! ] 

S ^ ““empted to be impudciJ 

^llut I was not taken down. I must be gone. 



S/ie Stoops .to ‘Conq^ier, 




! ffmf. By the hand of my body, but' you shaU not I see it waa all a mis- 
take, and I am rejoiced to find it. You sliall noli sir, I tell you. I know she’ll 
forgive you. Won’t you foigive him, Kate ? We’ll all forgive you. Take 
courage, man. • retire, sfie torttiaiting him, to the back scene.) 

Enter Mrs. Hardcastle. Tony. 

^ Mrs. Hard. So, so, tliey’re gone off Let them go, I care not. 

Hard. Wlio gone ? 

^ Mty, Hard. My dutiful niece and her gentleman, Mr. Hastings from town. 

S He .wliacame down with our modest visitor here. 

[ Sir Charles. Who, my honest George Hastings ? As worthy a fellow as 
lives ; and the girl could not have made a more prudent choice. 

Hard. Then, by the hand of my body, I’m proud of the connection. ' 

j]/rs. Hard, Well, if he has taken away the lady, he has not taken her 
fortune ; that remains in this family, to console us for her loss. . 

Hard. Sure, Dorothy, you would not be so mercenary. 

Mrs. Hard. Ay, that’s my affair, not yours. - 

Hard. But you know, if your son, when of" age, refuses to marry his cousin, A 
her whole fortune is then at her own disposal. T 

Mrs. Hard. Ay, but he's not of age, and she has not thought proper to wait I 
for his refusal. • M 

Enter Hastings a/ut Miss Nevilla % 

Mrs. Hard. (Ashte.) What 1 returned so soon ? I begin not to like it. ft 
Hast. {To Hardcastle.) For my late attempt to fly off with your nicce, a 
let my present confusion be my punishment We are now come back, to ^ 
appeal from your justice to your humanity. By her father’s consent, I first » 
paid her my addresses, and our passions were first founded on duty. ^ 

Mfiss Nev. Since his death, I have been obliged to stoop to dissimulation ^ 
to avoid oppression. In an hour of leVity, I was ready even to give up my u 
fortune to secure my clroice. But I am now recovered from tlie delusion, and ^ 
hope^ from your tenderness, what is denied me from a nearer connection. H 

. Mrs. Hard. Pshaw, pshaw I this is ail but the whining end of a modern d 

novel.. ^ ^ 

Hatd Be it what it will, I’m glad they’re come back to reclaim their du& 

Come hither, Tony boy. Do you refuse this lady’s hand whom I now offer you ? « 
Tony. What signifies my refusing ? You know I can’t refuse her till I'm 

of age, father. ' ;i 

Hard. Wliile I thought concealing your age, boy, was likely to conduce to J 
your improvement^ I concurred with your mother's desire, to keep it secret, y 
But since I find she turns it to a wrong usc^ I must now declare you liaYc been j? 
of age these three months. ^ 

Tony. Of age! Am 2 of age, father? 

Hard. Above three months. A 

Tony Then you’ll see the first use I'll make of my liberty, f Tak/e^r Mi.s-- 




rm> (TtfjfrSv ioia?.] THtDessallitieabs- Ae*e prewts, iSsat I, Aaiboofljxai^n, Esqcs^ cf 

icfoMyou, Constaafia Kerillc, s^nxister, of noplace at aB, for my mie and bvfol wife, Sa Ccsuiantia XersBe nsaS' 
laany whom she pleases, and Tony Ijmnpkia is li» own Ban afiMi. 5V«wir A 


Neville's /«!«</) — Witness all men bj* these presents, that I, Anthony 
Lumpkin, Esquire, of blank place, refuse you, Constantia Kevillci spinster, of 
no place at all, for my true and lawful wife. So Constantia Ne\ille may marry 
whom she pleases, and Tony Lumpkin is his own man again. 

Sir Charles. Oh, brave ’squire! 

Hast. My wortlry friend ! 

Mrs. Hard. My undutiful offspring! 

Marl. Joy, my dear George; I i^-e you joy sincerely. And could I pre- 
vail upon my little tj-rant here, to be less arbitrary-, I'should be the happiest 
man alive, if you would return me the favour. 

Hast. {To Miss Hardcastle.) Come, madam, you are now drivmi to 
the verj’ last scene of all your contrivances. I know j'ou like him, I’m sure he 
lovc-s you. and you must and shall have him. 

Hard. {Joininsr their hands.) And I say so too. And, Mr. ^larlow, if she 
makes as good a wife as she has a daughter, I don’t believe you’ll ever repent 
your bargain. So now to supper. To-morrow we shall gather all the poor of 
the parish about us ; and the mistakes of the night shall be crowned with a 
merry morning. So. boy, take her; and as you have been mistaken in the 
mistress, my wish is. that you may never be mistaken in the wife: 









I-HTRODUGTIOK 


T he comedy of “The Good-natured Man" was the first dramatic cflbrt of Goldsmith. 

- After many discouragements and delays, he succeeded in putting it on the stage of 
Covent Garden on the 29th of January, 1768. As an acting play, it never was permanently 
successful ; - nevertheless, its merits, as a dramatic composition, arc far beyond those of many 
that retain thdr hold of the public favour. The plot is excellent : full of ingenious com- 
plications, well-contrived situations, and agreeable surprises that keep the interest ever alive. 
The dialogue, though it occasionally flags|, is-.for the most part livdy and pointed ; sometimes 
felicitous in the extreme. Thm are fine stroke of wit, and much humour ; sometimes broad, 
but never offensive^ with a good deal of genuine sentiment The character of Croaker is 
unique. It would be ditirely oii^nal, did not the “Suspirius” of -Dr. Johnson (“Rambler," 
Na 59) furnish Goldsmith with the crude idea, whidi he has so happily amplified and finished. 
Mrs. Croaker, whose sprightlines “ cotdd spread a horse-laugh through the pcua of a taber- 
nacle,” contrasts charmingly with her husband. The by-plot between Leontinc and Olivia 
l^ves rise to the happiest misapprehension^ and the letter of the. lad/s maid, which Croaker 
mistakes for that of an incendiary, is the most ingenious contrivance^ as it was the greatest hit 
of the piece. One scene — ^that in.tvhich the bailiffs are introduced as friends of young 
Honeyn-ood— met uith most unmerited disapproval, and wdl-nigh turned the tide against the 
piece. The scene was “retrenched in representation,” but retained entire in the printed 
copies, and ultimately restored upon the stage as one of the most attractive parts of the play. 

• “btow-a-days," as Mr. Forster justly observes, “it is difficult to understand the objection 
whidi condemned it.” 
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SCENE I. — An apartment in YOUNG Honeywood’s Home. 

Enter SiR WILLIAM HoNEYWOOD, and Jarvis. 

Sir WilL Good Jarvis, make no apologids for this^ honest bluntness. 
Fidelity like yours is the best excuse for eveiy freedom. 

yarvis. I can’t help being blunt, and being very angry too, when I hear < 
you -talk of disinheriting so good, so worthy a young gentleman as your 
nephew, my master. All the world loves him. 

Sir WilL Say rather, that he loves all the world ; that is his fault. P 

yarvis. I’m sure there is no part of it more dear to him than you are, 1 
. though he has not seen you since he was a child. 

Sir Will. What signifies his affection to me? or how can I be proiid of a 
place in a heart where every sharper and coxcomb finds an easy entrance ? ^ 

yarvis. I grant that he’s rather too good-natured; tliat he's too much | 
every man’s man ; that he laughs this minute with one, and cries the next with ^ 
another : but whose instructions may he thank for all this ? Jj 

Sir Will.. Not mine, sure ! My letters to him during my employment in jf 
Italy, taught him only that philosophy which might prevent, not defend, his J 
errors. ^ S 

yarvis. Faith, begging your honour's pardon, I'm sorry tliey taught him any 4 

philosophy at all ; it has only served to spoil him. , This same philosophy is a ^ 
good horse in the stable, but an errant jade on a journey. For my own p.irt. 
whenever I hear him mention the name on't, I’m always sure he s going to p aj Jj 

the fool.. ■ • r iv 

Sir Will. Don’t let us ascribe his faults to his philosophy, I entreat 3'oii. u 

No, Jarvis, his good nature arises rather froni his fears of offending the 
importunate, than his desire of making the deserving happj'. , , , S 

yarvis: What it rises from, I don’t know. But, to be sure, m-er^-body ha.s (t 
SlTwm. Ay,orttatdo«nota,kit. I | 

concealed spectator of bis follia and Had then, as ^adlc« as Ins 

'Sfsrsis. And yet, he lias some fine name or other for them all. Ifc cahs^ 

3 “ _ 
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his extrav^[anc^ generosi^* ; and his trusting werj’body, unirersal bene\ olence. 
It was but last week he went securitj' for a fellow whose face he scarce knew, 
and that he called an act of exalted mu— mu— munificence; ay, that wras the 
name he ga\'e it 

Sir Will. And upon that I proceed as my last effort, though with vei^^ 
little hopes, to reclaim him. That very fellow has just absconded, and I have 
taken up the securit)'. Now, my intention is, to im-olve him in fictitious 
distress, before he has plunged himself into real calamity' to arrest him for 
that very debt to clap an officer upon him, and then let him see which of his 
friends will come to his relief. 

parvis. Well, if I could but any way see him thoroughly vexed, e\'ery 
groan of his would be music to me; y^ I believe it is impossible. I have 
.tried to fret him mysdf e\*eiy morning these three years; but instead of 
being angiy*, he sits as calmty to hear me scold, as he does to his hair- 
dresser. 

Sir Will. We must ti>' him once more, however, arid I'll go this instant to 
put my sdieme into execution ; and 1 don't despair of succeeding, as by your 
means I can have frequent opportunities of being about him, without being 
known.' What a pit^* it is^ Jarvis, that any man's good-uill to others should 
produce so much neglect of himselt as to require correction! Yet we must 
touch his -weaknesses with a delicate hand. There are some faults so nearly 
allied to ex^Uence, that u*e can scarce weed out the wee uitiiout eradicating 
the virtue. 

yarzis. Well, go th}*- waj-s; Sir William Hone^-wood. It is not without 
reason that the u-orld allows thee to be the best of men. But here comes his 
hopeful nephew; the strange, good-natured, foolish, open-hearted. And ye^ 
all his faults are sudh that one loves him still the better for tiiem. 


Enter Hoxevwood. 

Ifontywood. Well, Jarvis, what mess^es from my friends this morning? 

jarvis. You ha\’e no friends. 

Hotnywood. Well, from my acquaintance then ? 

yarvis. (Pulling ont bills.) A few of our usual cards of compliment, that' 
all. This bill from 5 *our tailor ; this from your mercer ; and this from the litth 
broker in Crooked Lane. He says he has b^n at a great deal of trouble t< 
get back the money you borrowed. 

Hoatyzi'Offd. That I don’t knori*; but Tm more sure we were at a gieai 
deal of trouble in getting him to lend it. 

yanis. He has lost all patience. 

lienyru'oad. Then he has lost a verj* good thing. 

yapis.^ There's that ten guineas you were sending to the poor gentlemar 
and his children in the Fleet I believe that would stop his mouth, for a whil* 
at least 

licne) .ecod. Ay, Jarvis, but what will fill their mouths in the meantime 
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JIust I be cruel because he happens to be importunate; and, to relieve, his 

avarice, leave them to insupportable distress ? 

yarz'is. Sir, the question now is, how to relieve- yourself — j'ourself. 
Haven't I reason to be out of my senses, when I see things, going at sixes and ; 
sevens ? 

Homyu'ood. 'Whatever reason you may have for being out of your senses, 

I hope you'll allow that I'm not quite unreasonable for continuing in mine. 

Jarvis. You’re the only man alive' in your present situation that could do 
so. Everj'thing upon the u^aste. There’s Miss Richland and her fine fortune . 
gone already, and upon the point of being given to your rival. ' 

IJoncjivood. I’m no man’s rival. 

Jarvis. Your uncle in Italy preparing- to disinherit you ; youromi fortune' 
almost spent; and nothing but firessing creditors, false friends, .and a pack of 
drunken scr\’ants that 3*our kindness has made unfit for any other family. 
Honeyivood. Then they have the more occasion for being in mine. 

Jarvis. So ! What will 3*ou have done witb him that I caught stealing 
your plate in the pantr}* ? In the fact ; I caught him in the fact 

Honeyivood. In the fact ? If so, I really think that we should pay him- his 
wage.*!, and turn him off. . . 

Jarvis. He shall be turned off at Tyburn, tlie dog ; we’ll hang him, if it 
be only to frighten the rest of the family. 

Honeyivood. No, Jarvis ; it’s enough that we have lost what he has stolen ; 
let us not add to it the loss of a fcllow-crcatura 

Jart'is. Vcr\* fine ; well, here was the footman just now, to complain of 
the butler; he says he docs most work, and ought to liavc most ws^es.. 

Honeyivood. That’s but just; though perhaps here comes the butler to 
complain of the footman. 

' Janis. Ay. it’s the way with them all, from the scullion to the privy- 
c<nmc'dlor. If they have a bad master, they keep quarrelling with him ; if 
iti'.y haw a goad master, they keep quarrelling with one another. 

I' 

k 

|. Hnter drnnk. 

> i^uU.r. Sir, I'll not stay in the family with Jonathan : you must part with 
V i.ia*. or p.art with me— lhat’.s the cx-cx-po.sition of the matter, sir, 
j !U •i.i't.v.' /. full and explicit enough. But what’s his fault, good Philip } 
Sir. he's given to drinking, sir. 'and I shall have my morals cor- 
't f 'ipt'-f!. by l:e>-ping Mich conjpany. 

j| /{.'•: '“-..wi. Ma! ha! he has .such a diverting \v.ay 

y ;f <''ht qnite .amiiMRg. 

^ rir; and liiiuors don't without mouths 

-'.t , I i: ,t- I'lnsJil-.ard. 'ir. ’ 

/;*. ■ f. We'.!. we!I, Philip, I'll hc.ir you upon th.at another linte, .so go 
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Butler. Begging your honour’s pardon, and begging your pardon, master 
Jarvis, I'll not go to bed. I have enough to do to mind my cellar. I foigot, 
your honour, Mr.' Croaker is below. I came on purpose to tell you. 

Honcyiuood. Wliy didn’t you show him up, blockhead ? 

Butler. Show him up,. sir? With all my heart, sir. Up or down, all’s one 
' to me. {Exit) 

' - Jarvis. Ay, we have one or other of that family in this house from morning 
till night. He comes on the old affair, I suppose;, the match between his.son, 
that's just returned from Paris, and Miss Richland, the young lady he’s 
\ guardian to. 

Honeywood. Perhaps 'soi. Mr. Croaker, knowing my friendship for the 
young lady, has got it into his head that I can persuade her to what I please. 

^ Jarvis. Ah ! if you loved yourself but half as well as she loves you, we 
• should soon see a marriage that would- set-all things to. rights again. 

I ■ Honeywood. Love me! Sure, Jarvis, yqu dream. No, no ; her intimacy with - 
J me never amounted to more than mere friendship — mere friendship. That she 
I is the most lovely woman that ever warmed the human heart, I own. But never 
\ . let me harbour a thought of making her unhappy, by a' connection with one so un- 
worthy her merits, as I am. No, Jarvis; it shall be my study to serve her, even 
. in spite of my wishes ; and to secure her happiness, though it destroys my own. 

[ Jarvis. Was wer the like ?, I want patience. 

K Honeywood. Besides, Jarvis, though I could obtain Miss Richland’s consent, 
g do you think 1 could succeed with her guardian, or Mrs. Croaker his wife ; who, 

I though both very fine in their way, are yet a little opposite in their dispositions, 

I . you know ? 

I Jarvis. Opposite enough ; 'the very reverse of each other ; she all laugh 
and no joke, he always complaining and never sorrowful ; a fretful, poor soul, 

•that has a new distress for every hour in the four-and-twenty 

Honeywood. Hush, hush, he’s coming up I he’ll hear you. 

Jarvis. One whose voice is a passing-bell 

Honeywood. Well, well, go, do.- 

Jarvis. A raven that bodes nothing but mischief; a coffin and cross- 
bones ; a bundle of rue ; a sprig of deadly nightshade ; a-r-^lHoNEYWOOp; 
stopping his mouth, at last pushes him off). •, (.SwV JarVIS.) 

jl' Honeywood. I must own, my old monitor is not entirely wrong. There is 
W- something in my friend Croakei^s conversation that, quite depresses me. **His 
^ very mirth is an antidote to alLgaiely, and his appearance has a stronger effect 
on my spirits than an undertaker’s shop. — Mr. Croaker, this is such a satis- 
^ faction 

^ Eeiter CROAKER. 

Cromer. A pleasant morning to Mr. Honey\vood, and many of them. 
^ How is this ? You look most shockingly to-day, my dear friend. I hope tTiig 
weather does not affect your spirits. To be sure, if this weather continues — I 
say nothing — but may we be all better this day three months. 
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JJoney-A'ood. I heartily concur in the wish, though I own, not in your 
apprehensions. 

Croaker, Maybe not. Indeed, what signifies what weather we have, in a 
country- going to ruin like ours ? ' Taxes rising and trade falling. Money flying 
out of the kingdom and Jesuits swarming into it.- I know at this time no less 
than a hundred and twenty-seven Jesuits between Charing Cross and Temple 
Bar. 

Honeyivood. The Jesuits will scarcely pervert you or me, I should hope ? • 
^ Croaker. Maybe not. Indeed, what signifies whom they peri'ert .in a 
couiUrj* that has scarce any religion to lose ? I’m only afraid of our wives and 
daughters. 

Honeyivood. I have no apprehensions for the ladies, I assure you.- 
d Croaker. Maybe not. Indeed, what signifies whether they -be per\'erted or 
^ not ? The women in my time were good for something. -I haVe seen a lady 
dressed from top to toe in her own manufactures formerly. But now-a-days 
there’s not a thing of their own manufacture about them, except their faces. 

Honeyivood. But, however these faults may be practised abroad, you don’t 
find them at home, cither with jVIrs. Croaker, Olivia, or Miss Richland. 

Croaker. The best of them will never be canonised for a saint when she’s 
dead. By-lhc-by, my dear friend, I don’t find this match between Miss Rich- 
^ land and my son much relished, either by one side or t’other. 

^ Honeyivood, 1 thought otherwise. 

J Croaker. Ah! Mr. Honeywood, a little of your fine serious advice to the 
f[ young lady might go far: I know she has a very exalted opinion of your 
understanding. 

Honeyivood. But would not that be usurping an authorit>»'that more pro-' 
^ pcrly belong.-! to yourself.? 

I home- 

have c.ire.-t that would break a heart of stone. 


,\ 1 . 1 r. , . ' : Dur intic ot my authority al 

1 cople think, indeed, because they see me come out in a morning thus, with 
a ple.l^ant face, and to make my friends merry, that all’s well within. But I 


My wife has so encroached 

lily oirnTioiI'sr I’ra now no more than a mere lodger in 

y.. "rX.Ay. 

Oo.:Wr. N„, though I h.-id the spirit of a lion. 


1 r » nnii A man k tir«rof geuS-Uie 

7/ ''‘Cion*- ^ “ 

't 77.' t.- f ^ ‘’'^’-Ancholy consideration indeed, that our chief comforts 
!...t J. i«h.i "" possessions is 

C),. • ■ * ' ■ "f I’""'- Dicl.-. Al,. there X merit 
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neglected for you ! and so true a friend ; we loved each other 'for thirty years, 
and yet he never asked me to lend him a single farthing. 

Hontyioooa. Pray, what could induce him to commit so rash an action at> 
last ? 

Croaker. I don’t' know; some people were* malicious enough to say it was 
keeping company with me ; because we used to meet, now and then, and open 
our hearts to each other. To be sure, I loved to hear him talk, and he loved to 
hear me talk. Poor dear Dick ! He used to say that Croaker rhymed to joker ; 
and so we used to laugh — Poor Dick ! ■ {(joing to cry.) 

Honeywood. His fate affects me. 

Croaker., Ay, he grew sick of this miserable life, where we do nothing but 
eat and grow hungry, dress and undress, get up and lie down ; while reason, 
that should watch like a nurse by our sid^ falls as fast asleep as we do. 

. Honeywood. To say a truth, if we compare that part of life which is to 
come, by that which we have passed, the prospect is hideous. . . 

Croaker, Life at the greatest and best is but a froward child, that must be 
humoured and coaxed a little till it falls asleep, and then all the care is over. 

Honeywood. Very true, sir ; nothing can exceed the vanity of our existence 
but the folly of our pursuits. We wept when we came into the world, and 
every day tells us why. 

Croaker. Ah, my .dear friend, it is a perfect satisfaction to be miserable 
with you. My son Leontine shan’t lose the benefit of such fine conversation. ‘ 
ril just step home for him. I am willing to show him so much seriousness in 
one scarce older than himself. And what if I bring my last letter to the 
. Gazetteer on the increase and progress of earthquakes ? It will amuse us, I 
promise you. I there prove how the late earthquake is coming round to pay 
us another visit from London to Lisbon, from Lisbon to the Canary Islands, 
from the Canary Islands to Palmyra, from Palmyra to Constantinople, and so 
from Constantinople back to London again. {Exit.) 

Honeywood. Poor Croaker 1 His situation deserves the utmost pity. 1 
shall sekree recover my spirits these three days. Sure, to live upon such ' 
terms is worse than death itself. And yet, when I consider my own situation : 
a broken fortune, a hopeless passion, friends in distress ; the wish but not the 
power to serve them. {Pausing and sighing.) \ 

Enter SUTLER. 

'Butler. More company below, sir ; Mrs. Croaker and Miss Richland. Shall .. 
I show them up ? But they're showing up themselves. {Exit.) \ 

Enter Mrs. Croaker and Miss Richland. ' ^ 

Miss Rich. You're always in such spirits. / 

Mrs. Croaker. We have just come, my dear HoneyAvood, from the auction. | 
There was the old deaf dowager, as usual, bidding like a fury against herself ; 
and then so curious in antiques 1 herself the most genuine piece of antiquit}' in ^ 
the whole collection. X 

* 3*7 
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Honeyviiood. Excuse me, ladies, if some uneasiness from friendship makes 
me unfit to share in this good humour: I know you'll pardon me. 

Mrs. Croaker. I vow, he seems as melancholy as if he had taken a dose of 
mv husband this morning. ■ Wellj if Richland here can pardon you, I must. 

Miss Rick. Y ou would seem to insinuate, madam, that I have particular 
reasons for being disposed to refuse iL 

Mrs. Croaker. Whatever I insinuate^ my dear, don’t be so ready to wish an 
explanation. 

Miss Rick. I own I should be sorry Mr. Honeywood’s long friendship and 
mine should be misunderstood. 

llomyivooJ. There’s no answering for others, madam ; but I hope you’ll 
nev'cr find me presuming to offer more than .the most delicate friendship may 
readily allow. 

Miss Rick. And I shall be prouder of such a tribute from you, than the’ 
most passionate professions from others.' 

Honcyivood. My own sentiments, madam : friendship is a disinterested 
commerce between equals ; love, an abject intercourse between tyrants and 
1 slaves. 

Miss Rich. And, without a compliment, I know none more disinterested or 
more capable of friendship than Mr. Honeywood. 

^ Mrs. Croaker. And, indeed, I know nobody tliat has more friends — at least, 
d among the ladic.s. Miss Fruaz, Miss Oddbody, and ^liss Winterbottom praise 
•f: him in all companies. A.s for Miss Biddy Bundle, she’s his professed admirer. 

|} Miss Rick. Indeed! an admirer! I did not know, sir, you were such a 
■j' favourite there. But is she seriously so handsome ? Is she the mighty thing 
|i talked of ? 

Itoncyuw'd. The town, madam, seldom begins to praise a lady’s beauty 
.V till .she’.s beginning to lose it {.Smiling.) 

'I M rs. Croaker. But she's resolved never to lose it, it seems ; for as her natural 

'I'-. dcc.iy>, her .skill improves in making the artificial one. Well, notliing 

d. divert-! me more than one of those fine old dres-sy things, who thinks to conceal 
lu-r .■j;;e by everwherc exposing her person ; sticking herself up in the front of 
.1 --i !i: l.-:»x ; trailing through a minuet at Almack's ; and then, in the public 
;;.irdcn‘, looking fur ail the world like one of the painted ruins of the place. 

‘1 ^'<‘••••■.5 :>•• • d. Every ago has its admirers, ladies. While you, perhaps, are 

tf.viin-.; ,iin«»!i g tlic warmer climates of youth, there ought to be some to carry 
t a cninmcire in the frozen latitudes beyond fifty. 

i( Mt. f Rick. But then the mortifications they must suffer Ijcfore they can be 
•.:Uf ■! out fv.r tr.tfiic ! I h.jve seen one of them fret a whole morning at her hair- 
-r, 1 ls-:i .ill :!•»; fiiult was her face. 


ii 

J * 


•J*. 
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.\iu! > et, TH eng.age. luas c.arried tint face at last to a very 
tj-.-rket '1 hi-. };.>.>f!.initired t.iwn, madam, has husbands, like spcctaclei;, 
-1 '«*, StUt'ci) ti» four'i;t»rc, 

s > ' . \\\ ysv.rrc <!car. ':*r;d*n<iti!rcd creature. 
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you*rc engaged with us this morning upon a strolling parly. I want to show 
Olivia the town, and the things ; I believe I shall have business for you for the 
• whole day; 

Honcyivood. .1 am sorn*, madam, I .have an appointment with Mr. Croaker, 
which it is impossible to piit olf. 

Mrs. Croaker. . What ! with my husband ? Then I'm resolved to'takc no 
refusal. Nay, I protest you must. You know I nc\'cr laugh so much as with 
you. 

Honcyaiood. Why. if I must, I must I'll swear, you have put me into such 
spirits. Well, do you find jest, and I'll find laugh, I promise you. We'll wait 
for the chariot in the next room. {Excitni.) 

Enter Leoxtine and Olivia. 

Lcont. ■ There they go, thoughtless and happy, my dearest Olivia. What 
would I give to see j'ou capable of sharing their amusements, and as cheerful 
as they arc 1 . 

Olivia. How, my Lcontinc, how can I be cheerful, when I have so many 
terrors to ^oppress me? The fear of being detected by this, family, and the 
apprehensions of a censuring world, when I must be detected 

Leant. The world 1 my love, what can it say ? At worst, it can only say 
tha't, being compelled by a mercenaiy' guardian to embrace a life you disliked, 
you formed a resolution of flying with the man of your choice ; that you con- 
fided in his honour, and took refuge in my father's house ; the only one where 
yours could remain without censure. 

Olivia. But consider, Leontine, your disobedience and my indiscretion ; 
your being sent to. France to bring home a sister, and, instead of a sister, 
bringing home 

Lcont. One dearer than a thousand sisters ; one fhat I am convinced will 
be equally dear to the rest of the family, when she comes to be known. 

. Olivia. And that, I fear, will shortly be. 

Leant. Impossible, till we ourselves think proper to make the discovery. 
My sister, you know, has been with her aunt, at Lyons, since she was a child ; 
and you find every creature in the family takes you for her. 

Olivia. But mayn’t she write ? mayn’t her aunt uTite ? 

Leant. Her aunt scarce ever .writes, and all my sister's letters are directed 
to .me. 

. Olivia.. But won’t your refusing Miss Richland, for whom you know the 
old gentleman intends you, create a suspicion ?, 

Leant., There, fere’s my master-stroke.. I have resolved not to refuse her : 
nay, an hour hence I have consented to go with my father, to make, her an offer 
of my heart and fortune. 

Olivia. Your heart and fortune 1 

Leant. Don’t be.alanned,. my dearest. Gan Olivia think so meanly of my 
honour, or my love, .as to suppose I could ever hope for happiness :from ’ any 
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but her ? N*o. my Olivia. .neither the force, nor, permit me to add, the delicacy 
of my p.ission. leaves any room to suspect me. 1 only oficr Miss Richland 
a heart I am convinced she will refuse; as I am confident that, without 
knowinpr it. her afifcctions arc fixed upon Mr. Honeywood. 

OUvla, Mr. Honeywood! You'll excuse my apprehensions, but when 
your merits conic to be put in the balance 

Leant, V<iu view them with loo much parli.ility. However, by making 
this offer, T show a seeming compliance with my father's command ; and 
perhaps, upon her refusal, I may have his consent to choose for myself. 

OHvia, Well, 1 submit. And yet, my Lconline. I own I shall cm'3''hcr 
even your prctcndctl addresses. I consider every look, every expression of 
your esteem, as due only to me. This is folly, perhaps — I allow it; but it is 
natural to suppose, that merit which has niadc an iinprc.<ision on onc'.s own 
heart may be powerful over that of another. 

Lfont. Don't, my life's treasure; don't let us make imaginar)' evils, when 
you know we Iiavc .so many real ones to encounter. At worst, }'ou know, if 
Miss Richland should consent, or my father refuse his pardon, it can but end in 
a trip to Scotland ; and r 

y/z/Av? Ckoakkr. 

Croaker. Where have you been, boy? I have been seeking you. My 
friend Honc}*wood here has been saying such comfortable thing.s. Ah ! he’s an 
example indeed. Where is he ? I left him here. 

Leant. Sir, I believe you may see him, and hear him too, in the next room : 
hc'.s preparing to go out with the ladic.s. 

Croaker. Good gracious ! can I believe my eyes or my cars i I'm struck 
dumb with his vivacity, and stunned with the loudness of his laugh. Was there 
ever such a transformation ? {A faugh behind the scenes; Croaker mimics it.) 
Ha! ha! ha! there it goes; a plague take their balderdash! Yet I could 
expect nothing lc.ss, when my precious wife was of the part}^ On my con- 
science, I believe she could spread a horse-laugh through the pews of a taber- 
nacle. 

Leant. Since you find so many objections to a wife, sir, how can you be so 
earnest in recommending onq to me ? 

Croaker. I have told you, and tell you again, boy, that Miss Richland's 
fortune must not go out of the family; one may find comfort m the money 
whatever one docs in the wife. . • • 

Leant. But, sir, though, in obedience to your desire, I am ready to marry 
her, it may be possible .she has no inclination to me. 

Croaker. ■ I'll tell you once for all how it stands. A good part of Miss 
Richland's large fortune consists in a claim upon Government, which my good 
friend, Mr. Lofty, assures me the Treasury will allow. One half of this she is to 
forfeit, by her father's will, in ease she refuses to marry you. So if she rejects 
you, we seize half her fortune; if she accepts you, we seize tiic^vhole, and a fine 
girl into, the bargain. '''' A'^v, 
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Leant. ■ But, sir, if you will but listen to reason 

Croaker. Come, then, produce your reasons. I tell you I’m fixed — deter- 
mined, so now produccyour reasons. When I’m determined I always listen to 
reason, because it can then do no harm. . . . 

Leant. You have alleged that a mutual choice was the first requisite 
in matrimonial happiness 

Croaker. Well, and you have both of you a mutual choice. She lias her 
choice— to many you, or lose half her fortune ; and you have your choice— ^to 
marry her, or pack out of doors without any .fortune at all. 

Leant. An only son, sir, might expect more indulgence. 

Croaker. An only father, sir, might expect more obedienca Besides, has 
not your sister here, Aat never disobliged me in her life, as good a right as you ? 
He's a sad dog, Livy, my dear, and would take all from you. But he shan’t, I 
tell you he shan't, for- you shall have your share. 

Olivia. Dear sir, I wish you'd be conwnced that I can never be happy in 


i( any addition to my fortune which is taken from his. 
Croaker. Well, well, it's a good child ; so say ni 




no more, but come with me^ 
^ . and we shall sec something that will give us a great deal of pleasure I promise 
you — old Huggins, the,currj'-comb maker, lying in state. I'm told he makes a 
very handsome corp.se, and becomes his coffin prodigiously. He was an 
intimate friend of mine, and these are friendly things we ought to do for each 
other. {Exeunt.) 
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SCENE T.— CnOAKER’.s /fonse. 

Miss RicHL.\xn, G.\kxet. 

Olivi.i not his sister? Olivia not Lcontinc’s sister? 


You 

I had it all from 'his own servant j 


.'j'isj Kick. 

.mwze me. 

Garr.ct. No more hie. sister th.in I am. 
fret anything from that quarter. 

Mils Lsek. Hut how ? Tell me again. Garnet. 
i m.-idam, as I told you before. in.stcad of going to Lyons to 

j' l>r:r : h -T-.r hi^ who h.is been there with her aunt these ten years he 

r-.'.T -.cT.! f.,nher tlsar. I'.iri-;; there he saw .and fell in love with this vouncr 
•j J.-f.y: liy-*..if..hy. f.f ~ prtyii^rjoa-i family. 

lir-'inght her home I 
' , Vf., an 1 (i.iK;;httr *hc wi 


J 

\ k 


to my guardian, as his daughter ? 

, . ^ If he don’t consent to their 

... \ t ii». .rying v.hat Scotch p.ir.ion can do, 

•u ■ . V. -V:. 1 f.v n th.ey i, r.v rlvceivcd me : .and so demurely .as Qlivii 
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.f| carried it. loo ! Would you believe il, G.nrncl, I told her all my secrets ; and 
yet the sly chc.at concealed all this from me. 

’ jf Gnrtttf. And, upon my word, madam. I don't much blame her ; .she was 
j.' loth to trust one with her secrets, that w;is so verj* bad at keeping her own. 

Jf:ss AW//. J?ut, l«j atld l«» their deceit, the young gentleman, it seems, 
pretends to make me serious poiposals. My guardian and he are to be here 
presently, to open the afiair in form. You know, J am to lose half my fortune 
U if I refuse him. 

‘1 Garnet. Yet what can you do? for being, as von arc, in love with Mr. 

rl*» ^ 

•i'. Iloncywood, madam 

U Miss Riel!. How, idiot! what do you mean? In love with Mr. Iloney- 
wood ! I.S this to provoke me ? 

^ Garnet. That i.s, madam, in friendship with him : I meant nothing more 
H than friendship, ns I hope to be married ; nothing more, 
ft!, ■ -V/JJ Rid:. Well, no more of thi.s. As to my guardian and his son, they 
shall find me prepared to receive them. Tm resolved to accept their proposal 
(t with seeming pleasure, to mortify them by compliance, and so throw the refusal 
^ at last upon them. 

Garnet. Delicious! and that will secure your whole fortune to yourself. 
Ik Well, who could have thought so innocent a face could cover so much cuteness ? 
^ J//jrj Rich. Why, girl, I only oppose my prudence to their cunning, and 
practise a lesson they have taught me against themselves. 

^ Garnet, Then you’re likely not long to want employment ; for here they 
jf come,' and in close conference. 
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Enter CROAKER, Leontine. 

Leant. Excuse me, sir, if I seem to hesitate upon the point of putting to 
the lady so important a question. 

Croaker. Good sir, moderate 'your fears ; you're so plaguy shy, that one 
would think you had changed sexes. I tell you, wc must have the half or the' 
whole. Come, let me sec with what spirit you begin. Well, why don’t you ? 
Eh ? Wliat ? Well, then, 1 must, it seems. Miss Richland, my dear, 1 believe 
you guess at our business ; an affair which my son comes here to open, that 
nearly concerns your happiness. 

Miss Rich. Sir, I should be ungrateful not to be pleased with , anything 
that comes recommended by you. 

Croaker. How, boy, could you desire a finer opening? Why- don’t you' 
begin, Isay? ^ (7b Leont.) 

Leant. ’Tis true, madam, my father, madam', has some intentions — ^hem — 
of explaining an affair — which — himself— can best e5cplain, madam. 

Croaker. Yes, my dear; it comes entirely from my son: it’s all a request 
of his own, madam. And I will permit him to make the best of it. 

Leant. The whole affair is only this, madam : my father Has a proposal to 
make, which he insists none but himself shall deliver. 



Carwft ar.StSacwUlwaireyour «hi!efoniiaeioyDiinelt WeU, wbo oouU have thought lo inaoceu a 
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Creahtr. My mind misgives me, the fellow will never be brought on. 
(.•Jf/iA'.) In short, madam, you see before you one that loves you — one ivhose 
vholc happiness is all in you. 

2>lUs Rich. I never had any doubts of your regard, sir ; and 1 hope you 
c-an have none of my duty. 

Crc.ihcr. That’s not the thing, my little sweeting, niy love. No^ 
.’.r.'»ther-gue''5 lover than 1. There he stands, madam. His very looks declare 

ihe force of his paision Call up a look, you dog — ^But then, had you seen 

h.hn. av 1 have, weeping, speaking soliloquies and blank verse, sometimes 

i:i»:’.^r.i.h-'ily and ^.otnetimes absent 

y.iii lit:':. I fear, sir, he's absent now; or such a declaration would have 
t ime properly from himself. 

C'r.:ti;.-r. Him-.clf, madam! He would die before he could make such a 
, .a; .-nd if he had nr.t a channel for his pasision through me, it would 

r-?*- r., - !.j\c dr.v.\n*;d his un'len-tanding. 

1 mu'.t grant, .sir. there arc attractions in modest diffidence 
■'''** Mtcnt addrc.%^ !■> the genuine eloquence of 










Cmiirr. Tlier# Jie tali'!*, nu'lini Hi* rtry I***!;* liecbre the fiirce of W* pi«lon — C4II up n Ino!:, yon tioj;-— — Hul 
it'.n), tui) j-ou tccn Mm, m I latv, UTcpIni;, •(ir.'iVfiii; (<>lii<M{niet nnd VUiilc vene, Miiieiiniet meLinchol)' und Muneiimea 
ain«M— . II, Stmt t. 

Creaher. ISTadatn, lie lias forgot to speak any other language ; silence is 
become his iiiothcr-tonguc. 

Miss Rich. And it must be confessed, sir, it speaks very powerfully in his 
favour. And yet, I shall be thought too fonvard in making such a confession 
shan’t 1, Mr. Leontine ? 

Leont. Confusion ! my reserve will undo me. Dut, if modesty attracts her, 
impudence may disgust her. I'll tt^'. {Aside.) Don’t imagine from my silence, 
madam, that I want a due sense of the honour and happiness intended me. 
My father, madam, tells me your humble servant is not totally indifierent to 
you. He admires you ; I adore you : and when we come together, upon my 
soul I believe wc shall be the happiest couple in all St. James’s. 

Miss Rich. If I could flatter myself you thought as you speak, sir 

Leont. Doubt my sincerity, madam ? By your dear self 1 swear. Ask 

the brave if they dcsirc.glory, ask cowards if they covet safety 

Croaker. Well, well, no more questions about it 

. Leont. Ask the sick if they long for health, ask misers if they love money, 
ask r 

Croaker. Ask a fool if he can talk nonsense 1 What's' come over the boy ? 
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% What signifies asking, when there’s not a sDul to give YMi an answer? K yon 1 ' 

V -would ask to the purpose, ask this lady's consent to make \-ou happy. *jr 

(I X':ss JCrV-;, Wiy. indeed, sir, his uncommon ardour almost compds me. f 
U forces me, to comply. And yet. I'm afraid he'll desiase a. conquest gmned -with ? , 
if tw much eMse. won't you, Mr. Leontine ? 3 

Confusion ! {As;S.\) Oh. by no means, madam— by no means ^ 
6,’ And yet, inad.am, you t,alked of force. There is nothing I would avoid so 
A much as compulsion in a thing of this land. No. madam; I will still be 
U generous, and leave you at liberty to rcihse. k 

^ Cn'.ibi'r. Hut I tell you. sir. the lady is not at liberty. It'samatdi. Yon ^ 

H see she says nothing. Silence gives consent. || 

Hut. sir. shc talkcd of force. Consider, sir. t'ne crueltj* of constrain- -j 
ing her inclinations. ^ 

CnMi'cr. But 1 say there's no cruelty. Don't you know, blockhead, that ^ 
il girls have always a round-about way of saying Yes before" company ? So get ^ 

! you both gone together into the next room, and hang him that interrupts the Y 
tender explanation. Get you gone, I say; I'll not hear a %vx)rd. * 

Hut, sir. I must beg leave to insist .Jl 

Crr,jl\'r. Get off. you puppy, or I'll beg leave to insist upon knocking you ''A' 
doun. Stup'sd whelp I Hut I don't wonder; the boy takes entirely after his j| 
mother. {E.n'ut;f Miss RlCHL.VN'n nen’ Leoxtixi:.'. ..Y 

f i'e.vr Mrs. Cro.\ker. 'rt 

-1 ' rs. Owilw, Mr. Croaker, I bring you something, my dc.ar, that I bdiet’e « 

>S will make you smile. 

^ Cr.\;ii-r. I'll hold you a guinea of that, my dear. '1 

^ 'i'rs. O.'.Avk .\ letter; and. as I knew the hand. I ventured to open it. tl 

^ C r.*.;fvr. And hvw can you expect your breaking open my letters should ^ 

*1 give me pleasure ? U 

.ifrj, c r.'.Tivr. Vooh, it's from your sister at Lyons, and contains good ir 
A Ileus; re.td it. ^ 

A C’f\\:L-r. Wh.at a rrcnchified cvwcr is here ! That sister of mine has some i 


■;^,S 1 e,u.ililies, but I could never teach her to fold a letter. 

■rf dfr rc.T, Told a fi Jdlc.stick ! Read what il contain-s. 
i* O.' 
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‘.the little baggage has carried it since she came home ! Not a word on’t to 
the old ones, for the world j Yet I thought I saw something she wanted to 
conceal. ' • - 

■. Mrs. ' Croaker. Well, if . they have concealed their love-making, they shan’t 
• conceal their wedding; that shall be public, I’m resolved. 

Croaker. ■ I tell thee, woman, the wedding is the most foolish part of tlie 
' ceremony, I can never get this woman to think of the more serious part of 
the nuptial engagement 

I. Mrs. Croaker. Wiat! would you have me think of their, funeral? But 
? come, tell me, my dear, don’t you owe more- to- me than you care to confess ? 

Would you have ever been known to Mr. Loftj'', who has. undertaken Miss 
I Richland’s claim at the Treasuiy, but for me ? Who was it first made him an 
j acquaintance at Lady Shabbaroon’s rout ? Who. got hitn -to promise us his 
■ Interest ? Is- not he a back-stairs favourite^ one^that'qan do wljat Jie pleases 
[ with those that do what they please ? Isn’t he an acquaintance that all your 
[ - groaning' and lamentations could never have got us ? 

r Croaker. He is a man of importance, I grant you ; and yet, what amazes 
me is, that while he is giving away plac^ to all the world, he can’t .get one for 
himself. - 

Mrs. Croaker. That, perhaps; may be owing to his nicety. Great men are 
^ noli easily satisfied. 

5 - .£«/er French Servant. 

n ' Servant. An expresse from Monsieur Lofty. He vil be vait upon your 
I honours instammant. He be only giving four five instruction, read two tree 
I memorial, call upon von ambassadeur. He vil be vid you in one tree minutes. 

I Mrs. Croaker. You see now, my dear, what an extensive department. 

« 'Well, friend, let your master know that we are extremely 'honoured by this 
^ honour. Was there anything ever in a higher style of breeding ? All messages 
|9 among the g^reat are now done by express. 

Croaker. To be sure, no man does little things with more solemnity, or 
r claims more respect, than he. But he’s in the right on’t. In our bad world, 
f fespect is given where respect is claimed. 

^ Mrs. Croaker. Never mind the world, my dear; you were never in a , 
^ pleasanter place in your life. Let us now think of receiving him with proper ^ 

II respect (n loud rapping qt-the door) : and there he is, by the thundering rap. 

^ Croaker, Ay, verily, • there he is; as .close upon the heels of his own 
« express as an indorsement upon the back of a bill. Well, I’ll leave you 
|| to receive him, whilst I go ,(o chide my little Olivia for intending to steal 

6 a marriage without mine or her aunts consent I must seem to be angry, or | 

she too may begin'to d^pise my authority, (Exit.) 

& Enter LOFT\'’, speaking to his Servant. ^ 

Lofty. And if the Venetian ambassador; or that teasing creature the i 
marquis, should call, .I'm not at home. I'll be packhorse to none of thein. ^ 
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. My dear madam, 1 have just snatched a moment. And if the expresses to 
his grace be ready, let them be sent off ; they're of importance. Madam, I ask 
a thousand pardons. 

Mrs. Croaker. Sir, tliis honour 

Lofty. And, Dubardieu, if the person calls about the commission, let him 
know that it is made out As for Lord Cumbercourt’s stale request, it can 
-keep cold : you understand me. Madam, I ask ten thousand pardons. 

Mrs. Croaker: Sir, this honour 

! Lofty. And, Dubardieu, if the man comes from the Cornish borough, you 
must do him ; you must do him, I say. Madam, I ask ten thousand pardons. 
And if the Russian ambassador calls — ^but he will scarce call to-day, I believe. 
And now, madam, 1 have just' got time to express my happiness in having 
the honour of being permitted to profess myself your most obedient humble 
senrant. ' 

Mrs. Croaker. Sir, the happiness and honour are all mine. And yet, I’m 
only robbing the public while I detain you. 

. Lofty. Sink the public, madam, when the fair are to be attended. Ah! 
could all my hours be so charmingly devoted I Sincerely, don’t you pity 
us poor creatures in affairs ? Thus it is eternally : solicited for places here, 

. teased for pensions there, and courted everywhere. I know you pity me. 

, Yes, I sec you do. 

» Mrs. Croaker. Excuse me, sir. “ Toils of empires pleasures are,” as Waller 
say& ■ 

Lofty. Waller I Waller! Is he of the house ? 

' Mrs. Croaker. The modem .poet of that name, sir. 

Lofty. Oh, a modem 1 We men of business despise, the moderns ; and as 
for the ancients, we have no time to read them. Poetry is, a pretty thing 
’ enough for our wives and daughters ; but not for us. Why now, here. I stand 
that know nothing of books — I say, madam, I know nothing of books ; and 
^ yet, I believe, upon a land-carriage fishery, a stamp-act, or a jaghire, I can talk 
, my two hours without feeling the want of them. 

■Mrs. Croaker. The world is no stranger to Mr. Lofty’s eminence in every 
y capacity. 

^ Lofty. I. vow, madam, you make me blush. I’m nothing, nothing, nothing, ^ 
' ■ in the world ; a mere obscure gentleman. To be sure, indeed, one or two of 
the present ministers are pleased to represent me as a formidable man. I know 
they are pleased to bespatter me at all their little dirty levees. Yet^ upon my ' 
soul, I wonder what they see in me to treat me so. Measures, not men, have 
1 always .been my mark; and I vow, by all that’s honourable, my resentment i 
I has never done the men, as mere men, any manner of harm — that is, as mere 


Mrs. Croaker. What importance, and yet what modesty ! \ 

Lofty. Oh, if you talk of modesty, madam, there, I own, I’m accessible to 
praise : modesty is my foible ; it was so, tlie Duke of Brentford used to say of 


C.wj./'/s Illasfntttl CoUmiti, 



'C me. “ I love Jack Lofty.'* he used to say : •• no man has a finer knowledge of 
things— quite a man of infonnation; and when he spc.aks upon his legs, he'.*; 
jl prodigious: he scouts them. And >“et, all men have tkciv faults; too much 
;l modesty is his,” says his grace. 

’S Mrs. Ow^Xrr. And yet, I dare say. you don't want assurance when j-ou 
1| come to solicit for your friond.s. 

A Lfi/O’. Oh. there indeed I’m in broiue. Apropos, I have just been men-* 
K Honing Miss Richland's ease to a certain personage— we must name no names. 

\\1icn*I ask, I am not to be put off. madam. No, no, 1 take my friend by the 
^ button. “A fine girl, sir; great justice in her case. A friend of mine, 
jl llorough-intcrcst. Ihisiness must be done, Mr. Secretary. I say, Mr. Score- 
Jl tar>*, her business must be done, sir.” That's my way, madam. 

Mrs. Cr,\tXrr. lllcssmc! you s.aid all this to the Secretary of St ate. did you? 
jl Li'/Zr. 1 did not say the Secretary, did I ? Well, since you have found me 
out.- 1 will not deny it. It was to the Sccrelaiy. 

^ Mrs. CrMkrr. This was going to the fountain-head at once : not applying 
Ji to the understrappers, as ^Ir. Money wood would h.ivc had us. 

A Li'/fy. Honey wood 1 he! he! He w.-is, indeed, a fine solicitor. 1 suppose 
fl you !»ave heard wh.il has ju.^t liappcncd to him ? 

H ^^rs. Owdvr. Poor, dear man ! no accident, I hope ? 

Jv /-e/rv. ■ Undone, madam, that's all. His creditors have taken him into 

custody. A prisoner in his own Itouse. 

^ Mrs. C>v.ilvr, A prisoner in his own house I How? At this very lime ? 
« I’m quite unhappy for him, 

Wliy, so am 1. Tlic man, to be sure, was immensely good-natui'cd ; 
but tlicn, I could never find tltal he had anything in him, 

V Mrs. CtwiWr. 1 lis manner, to be sure, was e.Kcessively hnrm!c.ss— some, 
f*. indeed, thought it a little dull. For my part, 1 always couccalcd tuy opinion. 

'l It can't lie concealed, m.adam ; the man was dull— <.lull as the la.sl 

{} new ciiincdy ! A poor, impracticable crc.alnro ! 1 tried once or twice to know if 


an 


lie wav fit f.ir business but he had scarce t.-vleiUs to be gOHun-pv'vlcr to 
* 'r .in.;c-b.-u r, iw. 

,Urs. L'r,\tlvr. How dilTerently docs Miss Richland think of liim ! for I 
V, 5 ‘ bvlieve, with all his faults she loves him. 

X'-'/fy. Loves him ! Docs she ? You should cure her of that, b\‘ all means. 
I.-t me «ce; wh.H if she were sent to him this instant, in his pi-cscnt doleful 
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Richland's refusal, as I did everything in niy power to deserve it. Her 
indelicacy surprises me. ' ^ 

Olivia. Sure, Leontine, there's nothing so indelicate in being sensible of ; 
your merit If so, J fear I shall be the most guilty thing alive. i 

Leant.- Rut you mistake, my dear. The same attention I used to advance , 
my merit with you, I practised to lessen it with her. What more could I do ? i 
Olivia. Let us now rather consider w'hat's to be done. We have botl^ dis- « 
sembled too long. I have alwa 3 's been ashamed, I am now quite weary of it 
Sure, I could never have undergone so much for any other but you. 

Leant. And you shall iind my gratitude equal to your kindest compliance. ^ 
Though our friends should totally forsake us, Olivia, we can draw upon content | 
for tlic deficiencies of fortune. >1 

Olivia. Then why should we defer our scheme of humble happiness, when 
it is now in our power ? I may be the favourite of your father, it is true ; but | 
can it ever be thought that his present kindness to a supposed child will con- 
tinue to a known deceiver ? t' 

Leant. I have many reasons to believe it will. As his attachments are but | 
few, they are lasting. His own marriage was a private one, as ours may be. 
Besides, I have sounded him already at a distance, and find all his answers ^ 
exactly to our wish. Nay, by an expression or two that dropped from him, I am J| 
induced to ’think he knows of this affair. ^ 

Olivia. Indeed I but that would be a happiness too great to be expected. ^ 
Leant. However it be, I'm certain you have power over him; and am jW 
persuaded, if you informed him of our situation, that he>would be disposed to 
pardon it ^ 

. Olivia. You had equal expectations/ Leontine, from your last scheme with 
Miss Richland, which you find has succeeded most wretchedly. n 

Leant. And that’s the best reason for trying another. ^ 

.Olivia. If it must be so, I submit || 

Leant. As we could wish, he comes this' way. Now, my dearest Olivia, be Jt 

- I’esolute. I’ll just retire within hearing, to come in at a proper time, either to ^ 

- ' share your danger or confirm your victory. , {Exit.) If 

Enter CROAKER. • • 

Craaker.-. Yes, I must forgive her; and yet not too easily, neither. . It will || 
be- proper to keep up the decorums of resentment a little, if it be only to JlL 
impress her with an idea of my authority. ' • " • W 

Olivia. ' How. I' tremble to approach him! Might I presume, sir,— if I |f 

interrupt you — ■ W 

Craaker. No, child ; where I have an affection, it is not a little thing can ^ 
interrupt me. Affection gets over little things. " • - 

Olivia. Sir, you’re too -kind. I’m sensible how ill I deservd'this partiality*. « 
Yet there is nothing I would not do to g^in- it. ' ' iL 

, Craaker. And you have but too well succeeded, you little hussy, you. With' ^ 
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fi the trouble, for 1 know evorj' s\ 
'V liulccJ! Thcnl't 


syllable of the matter before you begpa. 
m undevne. 



Vj Dear sir, nothing but the dread of your authority could induce 

^ to concc.d it friun you, ^ 

\t (V.'.jsvr. "No, no. wy consequence is no more: l*m as little minded as a h 
dead H.nssi.m in winter, just stuck up with a pipe in its mouth till there comes ^ 

a thaw U goc.s to my he.art to vex her. (rfj/eV.l )| 

* O.'.'vh, 1 was prcpitrcil. sir, for your anger, and despaired of pardon, even ^ 

while 1 presinneil to ask it. But your severity slrall never abate my affection. 

\ as my punishment is bat justice. 

Cr.'Avr. And yet you should not despair neither, Livy. \Vc ought to 
r^*.. hope all for the best. 

(?•' .Xnd do you jH'nnit me to hope, sir ? Can I ever expect to be 

forgiven ? But hope has too long deceived me. ¥ 

|| Why, then, child, it shan't deceive you now. for 1 foigiN-e >vn this ^ 

Vj Very moment : 1 forgive yon all ; and now yon are indeed my vlaughicr, 
d C's:':a. Oh, tumsport 5 lliis kindness overpowers me. M: 

h Ci\\:(\-T\ \ was alw.xys ag.dnst severity to onr chiidren. We have Iwen 4 

rY yi'uiv' .rnd giddy ourfclvcs, and wc can’; expect boys and girls to be old before ^ 
;| th.-ir tinu'. « 

<\V Wh.rt generosity J But c.\n you forget the many fabehoods — ^the 
di'i'inniktiion ' 'h' 

C t.r. \ vv.r did indeed dissemble, yon nichin. yon ; but where’s the girl 
t.j.it won I di'-seinblc for a huslvind ? My wife and 1 havl never been married, 
y,' it »vc- li,id no; «li>>vnil»Ivd .r little befoteh,wd. 


'!? 

fi 


i’,!.- ; It sh.iH be nry future c.\re never to pul such generosity to a second 
tri «*! And as fo.- the p.wtner of my offence and folly, from his native honour, 
an I \\w o.;.*, ‘-.nsc he h.\> of his duty, 1 can answer for him th.\t 


,1 


•i 


. * 1 H 

V ■ ~ 


/iV.T- l.J.trNTlXr, 


ivn-iit *ji:n thu< to ansvrer for himself. Thus. sir. let |[ 

my gt.uiUide for this unmerited forgiveness. Vcs. sir, this even H 
•In' tend.Tue,;; 1 c,an now K..asl the most indulgent of To 

J .ic Ole a - s;.;ye. comp.Urtl to this w.is but a tritling blessing. ‘ {i 

. ►. A:! !. . ;r. u!,., f..r you, With ih.\t fine imgcxlylace. .and 
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I nourishing manner? I don’t know what we have to do with your gratitude 

! ^d upon this occasion. 

ft Lcont. How, sir, is it possible to be silent when so much obliged ? Would 
j), you refuse me the pleasure of being grateful ? of adding my thanks to my 
Olivia’s ? of sharing in the transports that you have thus occasioned ? 

Croaker. Sir, we can be happy enough, without your coming in to make up 
the parly. I don’t know what’s the matter with the boy all this day ; ho lias 
got into such a rhodomonladc manner all tlie morning 1 , 

Lcont. Hut, sir, I that have so large a part in the benefit, is it not niy duty 
^ to show my joy ? Is the being admitted to your favour so slight an obligation ? 
I Is the happino.ss of marrying my Olivia so small a blessing ? 

J Croaker. Marrying Olivia ! marrying Olivia I marrying his own sister ! 
Sure the boy is out of his senses ! H is own sister 1 
Lcont. My sister ! 

I I Olivia. Sister! How have I been mistaken. {Aside.) 

Lcont. Some mistake in all this, I find. {Aside.) 

Croaker. What does the booby mean, or has he any meaning ? Eh ? what 
do you mean, you blockhead, you ? ' ’ _ _ • 

Lcont. Mean, sir ?— why, sir — only when my sister is to be married, that I 
h.;ive the pleasure of marrying her, sir; that is, of giving her away, sir — I have 
^ made a jioint of it. 

* Croaker. Oh, that is all ? . Give her aiyay. You have made a point of it. 
Then you had as good make a point of first giving away yourself, as I’m going 
to prepare the writings between you and Miss Eichland this very minute. 
What a fuss is licrc .about nothing I Why, what’s the matter now ? I thought 
jj 1 had made you at least as happy as you could wish. 

K Olivia. Oh ! yes, sir, very happy. 

{•m !• 


Croaker. Do you foresee anything, child? You look ns if you did. I 
think if anything was to be foreseen, I have as sharp a look-out as another ; 
and yet 1 rore.seu nothing. (E.rit.) 


Lkontjnj:, Olivia. 

Olivia. What can it mean ? 

lie knows .something, and yet for my life I can’t tell what. 

Olivia. It can’t be the connection between us, I’m pretty certain. 

I.tont. Whatever it be. my dearest. I'm resolved to put it out of Fortune’s 
jyiwif til u'pc.it onr mortification. I’ll h.istc, and prepare for oiir journey to 
.''cy.l.jnd thi-. very evening. My friend Iloncywood has promised me his 
•olvicf anil .I'.dMance. I’ll go to him, and rcjiose our distre.sses on his friendly 
b • HU : .ind 1 Immv so much of his honest heart, that if he can’t relieve our 
^ he will at least share them. 
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A JLxa* 

SCKNK I.— Vouxo lIoXKVWooD’s //oifse. 

Baii.iki', HnxKVWoon, I'oli.o\vkr. 

JitiUiff. Look-yc, sir, I have arrested as good men as you in my time ; no 
disparagement of you, neither. Men that would go fort}* guineas on a game 
of cribhage. I cliallciige the town to show a man in more gcntcelcr praeticc 
than myself. 

Ifoi:r}'ZC 0 t)ii. . Without all question, Mr. . I forget your name, sir.> 

liaiUJf. How can you foiget what you never knew? He! he I he! 

Hcncyit'ooit May I beg leave to ask your name ? 

Bailiff. Ves, j'ou nia}*. ‘ • 

Honcyivooti. Then, pray, sir, what is your name ? 

Bailiff. That 1 didn’t promise to tell you. He! he! he! A joke breaks 
no bones, as we say among us that practise the law. 

Honeywood. You may have reason for keeping it a secret, perhaps. 

Bailiff. The law docs notliing without reason. I’m ashamed to tell my 
name to no man, sir. If you can show cause, as why, upon a .special capus, 
that I should prove my name.-: — But^ come, Timothy Twitch is my name. 
And, now you know my name, what have you to say to that ? 

Honcyzvaod. Nothing in the world, good Mr. Twitch, but that I have a 
favour to ask, that's all. 

Bailiff. Ay, favours arc more easily asked than granted, as we say among 
us that practise the law. I have taken an oath against granting favours. 
Would you have me perjure myself? 

Honeywood. But my request will come rccommcnacd in so strong a 
manner, as, Y believe, you'll have no scruple. {Pulling out his purse.) The 
thing is only this : I believe 1 shall be able to discharge this trifle in two or 
three 'days at farthest; but as I would not have the aflair known for the world, 

I- have thought of keeping you, and your good friend here, about me till the 
debt is discharged ; for which I shall be properly grateful. 

' Bailiff. Oh ! that's another maxum, and altogether within my oath. For 
certain, if an honest man is to get anything by a thing, there’s no reason why 
all things should not be done in civility. 

Homywood. Doubtless, all trades must live, Mr. Twitch ; and yours is a 
necessary one. {Gives him motuyl) 

Bailiff. Oh! your honour; I hope your honour takes nothing amiss as I 
does, as I does nothing but my duty in so doing. I’m' sure no man can say 
' I ever give a gentleman, that was a gentleman, ill usage. . If I saw that a 
. gentleman 'was a gentleman, I have taken money not to see him for ten weeks 
together. 

Honeywood. Tenderness is a virtue,. Mr. Twitch, r ■ ‘ 
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PittliS'. ‘Ih«Te'« my fult-mer here, litlle Flanifian, with a wife ami foiir ehiUren ; a guinea or two would be iiioie to him 
it. so l»5<e ai inueh lo anniher. Stmt /. 


Act ///. Stmt /. 


Bailiff. Ay, sir, it’s a perfect treasure. I love to sec a gentleman with a 
tender heart. I dun't know, but I think I have a tender heart myself. If all 
that 1 have lost by my heart was put together, it would make a — ^but no 
matter f«w that. 

Uonryivood. Don't account it lost, Mr. Twitch. The ingratitude of the 
world can never deprive us of the conscious happiness of having acted with 
hiiin.'tnity our.sclves. 

Bailiff. Humanity, sir, is a jewel. It’s better than gold. I love humanity 
I’ciple may say that we, in our way, have no humanity ; but I’ll show you my 
lium.tnity this moment. There's my follower here, little Flanigan, with a wife 
iiitii four children: a guinea or two would be more to him than twice as much 
t • .nnoihcr. Mow, ns I can't .show him any humanity myself, I must beg leave 
;.<m’|l «h> it for me. 

lB'",.'y.v.\'{. I assure you. Mr. Twitch, yours i.s a most powerful rccom- 
{Giving tuotuy to the Folltnocr.) 

r. liUn. Sir, y.ui'rc a gentleman. I sec you know what to do with your 
J’.iit {., hioiiicss: we are to be here a.s your friends, I suppose. But 
- : tfi I a coTupaiiy conus. Little I'lnnigan here, to be sure, has a good 
, .1 vi-ry g.'t d fai'v : but then, he is a little seedy, .as we .say among us that 
•: tV.- l‘,w. Not well in clothes. Smoke the pocket-holes. 

Jii 'i.ji ■■{. Well. th.il ;h.i!l 1»>: remedied without delav, 
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Servant. 

Servant. Sir, Miss Richland is bdow. 

- Hqntywood. How unlucky! Detain Her a moment We must improve 
my good friend little Mr. Flanigan’s appearance first Here, let Mr. Flanigan 
have a suit of my!clothes — quick — the brown and silver. Do you hear ? 

Servant. That your honour gave away to the begging' gentleman that 
makes verses, because it was as good as new. 

Hoiteywbod. The white and gold, then. 

Servant. That, your honour, I made bold to sell, because it was good for 
nothing. . • ' 

Hotnytaood.' Well, the first that comes to hand,1then: the blue and gold. 
I believe Mr. Flanigan will look best in "blue. . ' {Exit Flanigan.) 

Bailiff. Rabbit me, but little Flani^n will look well in anything. . Ah, if 
your honour knew, that bit of fl^h as well as I 'do, you’d be perfectly in love 
- mth him. There’s not a prettier scout in the four counties after a shy-codc 
than he. Scents like a ' hound ; sticks like a weasel. He was master of the 
ceremonies to the black Queen of Morocco, when T took him to follow .me. 
,{Rc-cnter Flanigan.) Heh, I think he looks so well, that I don’t care if I 
have a suit from the same place for myself. . 

Honeywoad. Well, well, I hear the lady coming. Dear Mr. Twitch, I beg 
you’ll give yoixr friend directions not to speak. As for yourself) I know you 
will say nothing without being directed. 

Bailiff. Never you fear me,- I’ll show the lady that I have something to 
say for myself as well as another. One man has one* w^y of talking, and 
another man has another ; that’s all the difference between them. 


Enter Miss Richlai?d and Iter Maid. 

. Miss Rich. You’ll be surprised; sir, with this visit. But you know I’m yet 
to thank you for choosing my little library. ** 

Hontywood. Tl^nks, madam, are unnecessary, as it was I that was obliged 
by your commands. Chairs here. Two of my very good friends, Mr. Twitch 
and Mr. Flanigan. Pray, gentlemen, sit without ceremony. 

Miss Rich. Who' can these odd-looking men be ? I fear it is as I was 
informed. It must be so. (Aside.') 

Bailiff. (After a pause.) Pretty weather, very pretty weather, for the time 
of the year, madam. 

PoUowen Very good circuit weather in the country. 

■ Hmuywood. You officers are generally favourites among the ladies. My 
friends, madam, have been upon very disagreeable duty, I assure you. The 
fair should, in some measure, recompense the toils of the brave. 

Miss Rich. Our officers do indeed deserve every favour. The gentlemen 
are in'-the marine service, I presume, sir? 
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Honcyioood. \\Tiy, madam, they do— occasiondly serve in the Fleet, 
madam : a dangerous ser\'ice. 

Miss Rich. I’m told so. And I own it has often surprised me that^ while 
we have had so many instances of b^a^'ely there, we have had sp few of wt at 

home to praise it' ■ ■ 

Hontjwood. I grant, madam, that our poets have not written, as our 
soldiers have fought-; but they have done all they could, and Hawke or 
Amherst could do no more. 

Miss Rich. -I’m quite displeased when I see a fine subject spoiled by a dull 
writer. 

Honeywood. ' We should not be so severe against dull writers, madam. It 
is ten to one, but the dullest writer exceeds the most rigid French critic -who 
•1 presumes to despise him. . - 

\¥ Follower. the French, the parle vous, and all that belong to them 1 

^ Miss Rich. Sir 1 

^ Honeywood. Ha! hal ha I honest Mr. Flanigan. A true English officer, 
madam; he's not contented with beating the French; but he will scold them 
loo. 

u Miss Rich. Yet, Mr. Honej-rvood, this does not convince me but that 
i) severity in criticism is necessarj'. It was our first adopting the severity of 
4^ I'rench taste that has brought them in turn to taste us. . . 

Bailiff. Taste us, madam! they devour us. Give Monseers but a taster 


and they come in for a bellyful. 
II Miss Rich. Ycry extraordii 


Miss Rich. Very extraordinary'*, this. 

Follower. But very true. What makes the bread rising ? — ^the parle vous 
th. 1 t dei'our us. What makes the mutton fivepence a pound ? — ^the parle vous 

that cat it up. What makes the beer threepence-halfpenny a pot ■ 

IIor.ey.ejoJ. Ah ! the vulgar rogues ! All will be out. {Aside.) Right, 
gentlemen, very right, upon my word, and quite to the purpose. They draw 
a parallel, madam, between the mental taste and that of our senses. We are 
injured an much by Fftnch severity in the one, as by French rapacity in the 
otlier. That’s their meaning. 

Miss Rich. Though I don’t see the force of the parallel, yet I’ll own that 
we ritould ,'ometimc.s pardon books, as we do our friends, that have now and 
then ajp'ce.ibic absurdities to recommend them. 

B-.r.liff. Ilj.it’s all my eye. The king only can pardon, as the law says ; 
f ir ••■l in — — 

M'-.vjrtv .i. I'm quite of your opinion, sir. I sec the whole drift of your 
^ c.<, certainly, our presuming to pardon any work is arrogating the 

cr that b*:i«'ing'! to .mother. If all have power to condemn, what writer can 

liiv ? 

/• By hii habus corpus. HU habus corpus can set him free at any 
Ur..' !■■• r >rt in c-io? 

r/. ■ !. l*m to you. .dr, for the hint. If. madam, as my friend 
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obscn'cs, our laws arc so careful of a gentleman's person, sure we ought to be 
equally careful of his dearer part, his fame. 

Folhxv.'T. Ay, but if so be a nian s nabbed, you know 

Hotttyzwad, Mr. Flanigan, if you spoke for ever, you could not improve the 
last obscr\'ation. l^'or my own part, I tliink it conclusive. 

• Bailiff. As for the matter of that^ mayhap — ■— 

Hoticjxopod. Nay, sir, give me leave in this instance to be positive. For 
where is the necessity of censuring works without genius, which must shortly 
sink of themselves ? what is it, but aiming an unnecessaiy blow against a 
victim already under the hands of justice ? 

Bailiff. Justice ! Oh, by the elevens, if you talk about justice, I tliink I 

am at home there ; for, in a course of law 

Honeywood. My dear Mr. Twitch, I discern what you’d be at perfectly, and 
1 believe the lady must be sensible of the art with which it is introduced. I 
suppose you perceive the meaning, madam, of his course of law ? 

Miss Rich. T protest, sir, I do not. I perceive only that you answer one 
gentleman before he has finished, and the other before he has well begun. 

Bailiff. Madam, you arc a gentlewoman, and I will make the matter out. 
This here question is about severity, and justice, and pardon, and the like of 

thej'. Now, to explain' the thing 

Honeywood. Oh,! your explanations. (Aside.) 

Enter Servant. 

Servant. Mr. Leontine, sir, below, desires to speak with you upon' eamest 
business. 

Honeywood. That's lucky. (Aside.) Dear madam, you’ll excuse me and 
my good friends here for a few minutes. There are books, madam, to amuse 
you. Come, gentlemen, you know I make no ceremony with such friends. 
After you, sir. Excuse me. Well, if I must ; but I know your natural 
politeness. - , , 

Bailiff. Before and behind, you know. 

.Follower. Ay, ay, before and behind — ^before and behind 1 

(Exeiint Honeywood, Bailiff, and Follower.) < 
Miss Rich. What can all this mean. Garnet ? ‘ 

Gexrnet. Mean, madam ? why, what should it mean, but what; Mr. Lofly 
sent you here to see ? These people he calls officers are officers sure-enough : 
sheriff’s officers — ^bailiffs, madam. ' j '■*] 

■Miss Rich. Ay, it is certainly so. Well, though his perplexities are far from J 
'giving me pleasure, yet I owh there’s something very ridiculous in them, and a- ^ 
'just punishment for his dissimulation. 

Garnet. And so they are. But I wonder, madam, that the lawyer you just 
employed to pay his debts and set him fre^ has not done it by this time. He ^ 
ought at least to have' been here before now. ' But larvyers are • always more / 
■ . ready to get a man into troubles than out of them. • . \ 
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Etthr Sir William. 

Sir Will. For Miss Richland to undertake setting him free, I own, was 
quite unexpected. It has totally unhinged my schemes to reclaim hiitL Yet 
it gives me pleasure to find that, among a number of worthless friendships, he 
has made one acquisition of real value ; for there must be some softer passion 
on her side that prompts this generosity. Ha I here before 'me ! I’ll endeavour 
to sound her affections. Madam, as I aita the person that have had some 
demands upon the gentleman of this house, I hope you’ll excuse me if, before 
I enlarged him,. I wanted to see yourselC 

Miss Rich. The precaution was verj,^ unneccssarj*, sir. I ‘suppose yonr 
w.mts were only such as my agent had power to satisfy ? 

Sir Will. Partly, madam. But I was also willing you .should be fully 
appris'ed of the character of the gentleman you intended to serve. 

Miss Rich. It must come, sir, with a very ill grace from you. To censure 
it, after what you have done, would look like malice ; and to speak favourably 
of a character you have oppressed, would be impeaching your own. And sure* 
his tcndcnicss, his humanity, his universal friendship, may atone for, many 
faults. 

Sir Will. That friendship, madam, which is exerted in too wide a sphere 
becomes totally useless. Our bounty, like a drop of water, disappears when 
diffused too widely. Tliey who pretend most to this universal benevolence are 
cither deceivers or dupes — ^mcn who desire to cover their private ill-nature by 
a pretended regard for .all; or men who, reasoning themselves into false 
feelings, arc more earnest in pursuit of splendid than of useful virtues. 

Miss Rich. I am surprised, .sir, to hear one who has probably been a gainer 
by the folly of others, so se\’crc in his censure of it. 

Sir Will. Wliatevcr I may have gained by folly, madam, you sec 1 am 
willing to prevent your losing by it. 

^ Miss Rich. I'our cares for me, sir, arc unnccessarj', I alway.s svispcct 
d those services which arc denied where they arc wanted, and offered, perhaps, 
ij in luqies of a refusal. No, sir, my directions have been given, and I insist 
upon their being complied with. 

5 Sir Will, Thou anii.-iblc woman ! I can no longer contain the expressions 
of my gr.^titmle — my pleasure. You see before you one who has been equally 
. e.ucful of hi-. intcre.st — one who has for some time been a concealed spectator 
I of hi^ fidlie-;. and only punished in hope to reclaim them — ^In.s uncle. 

Kti’h. Sir William lIoncywoiKtl You amar.c me. How shall I 
ioncr.il n»y confu'sion ? I fear, sir, you’ll think I have been too forwan.1 in my 
•'■tvicc*. I confc'-s 1— — . 

.Sir I! i/i. I).m I unhe any apologic*?, madam. I only find my.self unable 
l>» repay the <'\»li;;Atiun. And yet I have been trj’ing my intcre.st of late to 
•. Tvr y-m. ILwing Ic.unt. m.rd.nn, that you bad .some demands upon Govern- 
A,, I hwv-, th'nii'h Ikcu your solicitor there. 
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J/wj Rich. Sir. I am infinitely obliged to your intentions ; but my guardian 
has employed another gentleman, who assures him of success.' 

Sir Win. \\Tio? the important little man tliat visits here? Tnist me, 
madam, he’s quite contemptible among men in power, and utterly unable to 
sen-e you. Mr. Lofty’s promises are mucli better known to people of fashion 
than his person. I assure you. 

Miss Rich. How have we‘ been deceived ! As sure as can be, here he 
comes. 

Sir Will. • Does he ? Remember, I’m to continue unknown. My return 
to England has not as yet been made public. With what"'impudence he- 
enters 1 

Enter Lofty 

Loft}’. Let the ehariot — let my ehariot drive off; I'll visit to his Grace's in 
a chair. Miss Richland here before me 1 Punctual, ns usual, to the calls of 
humanity. I’m very sorry, madam, things of this kind should happen, 
especially to a man I have shown everywhere, and carried amongst us as a 
particular acquaintance. 

Miss Rich. I And, sir, you ha\'C the art of making the misfortunes of 
others your own. 

Lojty. My dear madam, what can a private man like me do ? One man 
can’t do everything ; and then I do so much in this way every day. Let me 
see, something considerable might be done for him by subscription ; it could 
not fail if I carried the list. I’ll undertake to set down a brace of dukes, two 
dozen lords, and half the Lower House, at my own peril. 

Sir Will. And after all, it is more than probable, sir, he might reject the 
offer of such powerful patronage. 

Lofty. Then, madam, what can we do? You know I never make pro- 
mises, In truth, I once or twice tried to do something with him in the way of 
busincs': ; but, ns I often told his uncle, Sir William Honeywood, the man was 
titlerly impracticable. 

Sir Will, His uncle! Then that gentleman, I suppose, is a particular 


friend of voiirs ? 

•• * 

H ^‘*'fty. Meaning me, sir? 


si you arc sensible I would do anything, ns far ns my poor interest goes, 

d, tu .'■vrvi: your family; but whnt can be done? There's no procuri 


A'. 


Yes, madam, as I often said, hly dear .Sir 

’ poor interest goes, 
procuring first-rate 

place-, for ninth-rate abilities. 

.•I its I have heard of Sir William Honeywood; he’s abroad in 

••ujjAoymcnl. He confided in your judgment, I suppose? 

I. "T,} • by, ye.-!, madam ; I believe Sir William had some reason to 


jj »»»<>. ni.iciam; i ociievc air Will 

j), c.cih.le in iny jud-ment : one little rc,a«:on. perhaps. 
:j Mt’i l*t.-iy, sir. wli.at was it? 




>■- Why. m.id.im~but let it go no further— it was I procured him his 

* .’A.’ X-'r 


The Godd-natured Man* 

. ■ Sir Will. Did you, sir?.. 

Lo/fjf. Either you or I, sii; 

• Miss Rich. This, Mr. Lofty, was veiy kind, indeed. 

Lofty. 1 did love him, to be sure$ he had some- amusing qualities : no man 
was .fitter to be toast-master to a club, or had a letter head. 

Miss Rich. A better head ?' ^ , 

~ Lofty'. Ay, at a bottl& To be sure^ he was as:dull as a choice spirit ; but, 
hang if^-he was grateful, veiy grateful; and gratitude hides a multitude of 
faults. 

Sir Will. He might' have reason, perhaps. His place is pretty con- 
siderably I’m told.- • . . 

Lofty. A trifle, a mere trifle among us men of business. The truth is, he 
^vanted dignity to fill up a 'greater. 

.'Sir, Will ..Dignify of person, do you mean, sir? I’m told he’s much 
about my size and, figure, sir. 

Lofty, Ay, tall enough for a marching regiment; but then he wanted a 
somethings— a consequence of form — a kind of a — I believe the lady perceives 
my meaning. 

Miss Rich. Oh, perfectly ; you courtiers can do anything, I see. 

Lofty. My dear madam, all this is but a mere exchange ; we do greater 
things for one another evety day. Why, as thus, now: let me suppose you the 
First Lord of the Treasury. You have an employment in you that I want; I 
have a place in me that you want; do me here, do you there; interest of both 
sides, few words, flat, done and done, and it’s over. 

Sir. Will. A thought strikes me. (Aside.) Now you mention Sir William 
Hbneywood, madam, and as he seems, sir, an acquaintance of yours, you’ll be 
glad to hear he’s arrived from Italy. T had it from a friend who knows him 
as well as he does me, and you may depend on my information. 

Lofty. If I had' known tha^ we should not. have been quite so well 
acquainted.. (Aside.) 

Sir Will. He is certainly returned ; and as this gentleman is a friend of 
yours, he can be of signal service to us, by introducing me to him. There arc 
sohie papers relative to your affairs that require dispatch and his inspection. 

Miss Rich. This gentleman, Mr. Lofty, is a person employed in my affairs. 

I know you’ll serve us. 

Lofty. My dear madam, I live but to serve you. Sir William shall cv*cn 
wait upon him, if you think proper to command it 

Sir Will. That would be quite unneces-say.' 

Lofty. Well, we must introduce you, then. Call upon me — let me see — 
ay, in two days. 

Sir IFiff. Now, or the opportuniy will be lost for ever. 

Lofty. Well, if it must be now, now let it be. But , that’s unfortunate ; 

my Lord Grig's Pensacola business comes on this vcy hour, and I’m 

cng.igcd to attend. Another time- 
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Sir tl'iKiJi*. To Ihc land «f matrimony! A pleaMni joumey, JnnriJ. 

yttri'it. Ay, liu« I’m only 10 have alUhe latigtie* onl. Att/ll Seme/. 


Sir Wiff. A short letter to Sir William will do. 

Lo//}‘. You shall have it. Yet, in my opinion, a letter is a very bad way 
of goinj; to work : face to face, that's my way. 

Sir II 7//. The letter, sir, will do quite as well. 

Lofty. Zounds, sir, do you pretend to direct me ? direct me in the business 
of office ? Do you know me, sir ? who 1 am ? 

Miss Kick, Dear Mr. Lofty, this request is not so much his as mine. If 
my commands But you despise my power. 

Lefty. Delicate creature ! your commands could even control a debate at 
inulnicUt ; to a power so constitutional I am all obedience and tranquillity. He 
sh.ill have a letter. Where is my sccrctarj' ? Dubardieu ! And yet, I protest, 
I don't liltc this \v.-iy of doing business. I think if I spoke first to Sir William 
But you will have it so. {Exit with Miss RlCll.) 

Sin WlKUAM, ahne. 

Sir HV.y. Ha! ha! ha! This, too, is one of my nephew’s hopeful associates. 
f'i %.\nity, th'Ui coiv-taut deceiver, how do all thy efibrts to exalt ser\'e but to 
V-,*, ihy l.d'.e coloiirinf;s. like tho-e employed to heighten beauty, only 

-I.: to th\t hlo'isn v.hicti they contribute to destroy. I'm not displeased 
c\jv.i.in ;; this fellow’s impudence to the contempt it deserves 



Tlie. Good-natured Man. 


may be of use to my design ; at least, if he can reflect, it will be of use to 
himself. 

Enter Jarvis. 

Sir Will, How now, Jarvis ; where’s your master, my nephew ? 

yarvisi At his wits' end, I believe. He's scarce gotten out of one scrape 
but he’s running his head into another. 

Sir Will. .Howso? ' ' 

Jarvis. The house has but just been cleared of the bailiffs, and now he’s 
agam engaging tooth and nail in assisting old Croaker's son to patch up a clan- 
^ destine match with the young lady that passes in the house for his sister. 

Sir Will.' Ever bii^ to serve othens. 

Jarvis. Ay; anybody but himself. The young couple, it seems, are just 
setting out for Scotland, and he supplies them with money for the journey. - 

Sir Will Money !- How is he able to supply others, who has scarce any for 
himself? 

Jarvis. . Why, there it is ; he has no money, that’s true ; but then, as he 
never said JVa to. any , request in hiS life^ he has given tliem a bill drawn by a 
friend of his upon a merchant in the City, which I am to get changed ; for you 
must-know thatsi ain to go with them to. Scotland myself. 

Sir Will. Uoyfi 

Jarvis. It seems the young gentleman is obliged to take a different road 
from his mistress, as he is to call upon an uncle of his that lives out of the way, 
in order to prepare a place for their reception when they return ; so they have 
borrowed^ me from my master, as the properest person to attend the young 
lady down. 

Sir Will To the land of matrimony ! A pleasant journey, Jarvis. 

Ja^is. Ay, but I’m only to have all the fatigues on’t 

Sir Will, Well, it may be shorter and less fatiguing than you imagine. 

I know but too much of the young lady’s family and connections, whom I have 
^een abroad. I have also discovered that Miss Richland is not indifferent to 
•my thoughtless nephew; and will endeavour — though, I fear, in vain — to establish 
that connection. But come ; the letter I ivait for must be almost finished ; I’ll 
let you further into my intentions in the next room. (.Excimt.) 
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I ACT lY. 

^ SCENE I.— Croaker’s House. 

» Lofty. Well, sure the is in me of late, for running my head into such 

A defiles, as nothing but a 'genius like my own could draw me from. I was 
formerly content^ to husband out my .places and pensions with some degree 
of frugality; but of late I have given away the whole Court Register in Ips time 
Tt than they could print the title-page ; yet, hang it, why scruple a lie of two to 

II come at a fine girl, when I ever}- day tell a thousand for . nothing ! Ha ! 
Hone\-wood here before me. Could .Miss Richland have set him at liberty ? 


.E;rfrr‘H0XE\lV00T>. 

^Ir. Hone\-wood. I’m glad to see you abroad again. I find my concurrence 
was not necessar}- in your unfortunate affairs. I had put things in a train to do 
your business ; but it is not for me to say what I intended doing. 

Honeyicsod. It was unfortunate indeed, sir. But what adds to my uneasi- 
ness is, that while you seem to be acquainted with my misfortune, I m}’self 
continue still a stranger to my benefactor. 

Lofty. How ! not know the friend that scr\*cd you ? 

Honeyivood. Can’t guess at the person. 

Lofty. Inquire. 

Ifoncyuwd. I have ; but all I can learn is. that he chooses to remain con- 
cc.alcd. and that all inquiry must be fruitless. 

Lofty. Must be fruitless ? 

IIoKC}n\\\i. Absolutely fruitless. 

Lofty. Sure of that ? 

Iloncnvo.'d. Vciy sure. 

Lofty. Then you shall never know it from me. 

/fonrj’ti'.'o i. 1 low, sir ? 

Lzfty. 1 suppose now, Mr. Hone}'wood. you think my rent-roll vcr\* con- 
: iiIcr.rb!o, and that I have vast sums of money to throw away : I know you do. 
The world, to iic sure, says such things of me. 

'if, The world, by what I Icam, is no stranger to your gencrositv. 
iVti v.hcrv dors this lend ? 

Ti> nothing-nothing in the world. The town, to be sure, when it 
!'*. ‘ucl*. a thing as me the subject of com-ersation, has asserted that I never 
> p r.ri'rM'-.- i a man of merit. 

.'.'. ■T.ncc-.'y. 1 Ji.tve lic.arij inst.anccs to the contrary, even from yourself. 

/.. 'Vi. \c-. Uo.nevMtwKl, and there arc instances to the contrar}* that vou 
' ,C. vt ,vr hr-r fr-.-m my- t-lf. 

'-'.■O / 51'.: lie* 


I'lxTS 


Mr 




i'emril me to ask vou but one quc.stion. 



'Tiu 'Good-natured Man. 


Lofty. Sir, ask me no questions:'! say, sir, ask me no questions; I’ll not 
answer diem. 

tlon^wppd. I will ask no further. My friend, my benefactor, it is, it must 
be here, that I am indebted for freedom— ^for honour. Yes, thou worthiest of 
‘mm, from the beginning I suspected it, but -was afraid to return .thanks ; which, 
if undeserved, might seem reproaches. 

Lofty. I protest I don’t understand all this, Mr. Horieywood. You treat 
me very cavalierly, I do assure ydu, sir. Blood, sir ! can’t a man be permitted 
to enjoy the luxury of his own feelings without all this parade ? 

Hollywood. Nay, do not attempt to conceal an action that adds to your 
honour; Your looks, your air, your manner, all confess it 

Lofty. ' Confess it, sir ? Torture itself, sir, shall never bring me to confess 
it Mr. Honeywood, I have admitted you upon terms of friendship. Don't let 
us fall out ; make me happy, and let this be buried in oblivion. Y ou know 1 
hate ostentation; you know. I do. Come, come, Honeywood, you know I 
always loved to be a friend, and not a patron. I beg this may make no kind 
of distance between us. Come, come ; you and I must be more familiar — 
indeed we must 

Honcysuodd. ‘Heavens! Can I ever repay such friendship ? Is there any 
way ? Thou best of men, can I ever return the obligation ? 

Lofty. A bagatelle — a mere bagatelle. But I see your heart is labouring 
to be grateful. You shall be grateful. It would be cruel to disappoint you. 

Honeywood. How ? Teach me the manner. Is there any way ? 

Lofty. From this moment you’re mine. Yes, my friend, you shall know 
it — I'm .in love. 

Honeywood. And can I assist you ? 

Lofty. Nobody so well. 

Honiywood. In Avhat manner? I'm all impatience. 

Lofty. Y du shall make love for me. 

Honcyxvood.- And to whom shall I speak in your favour? 

Lofty. To a lady with whom you have great interest, I .is-surc you — Mi.^s 
Richland. 

Honeywood. ]Miss Richland 1 

Lofty. Y cs. Miss Richland. She has struck the blow up to the hiit in nn* 
bosom, by Jupiter. 

Honeyxcood. \Va.s ever anything more unfortunate .* It is too intich ti» be 
endured. 

Lofty. Unrortunate indeed ! and yet I can endure it. til! you h.ive i>pcne.i 
the affair to her for me. Relwcen ourselves, 1 think she like.*: me ; I'm no: apt 
ti> bo.T'it, but 1 think she doe.*;. 

Honeynw-'d. Indeeil ! Rut d,'* you know tlie pvr<^■Il you .tpidy to ? 

l.ofty. Yes, 1 know vou arc her friend, and mine : th.it'-: er.o'.rrh, Tt« \ 
thcicfore. 1 ci'mmit the succc.'*; of :«v I’ct^-usn. Ill •■.iv no mvrr. J-..-: fs.-i-ijd 
do the re-tt. I h.tw only to .uM, th.Jl if at any !:;y ri::;.- ;.*.■ .■/ * 




^ •• • • •• ‘ ^ 
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5 sen-ice But hang it. I'll make no promises : you know, my interest is yours 

3 S' at anv time. No apologies, my friend— I'll not be answered ; it shall be so. 
ft ' {Exit.) 

]£ Hotuyicood. Open, generous, unsuspecting man ! He little tliinks that I 
love her too ; and with such an ardent passion! But then it Avas wer but a 
vain and hopeless one— my torment, my persecution! \\liat shall I do? 
Love, friendship, a hopeless passion, a desem'ng friend ! Love, that .has been 
(I my tormentor; a friend, that has, periiaps, distressed himself to sen-e me. It 
shall be so. Yes. I will discard the fondling hope from my bosom, and exert 
^ all my influence in his favour. And yet, to see her in tlic possession of another ! 

— insupportable ! But then, to betray a generous, trusting friend ! — ^worse, worse ! 
i|. Yes. I’m resolved. Let me but be the instrument of their happiness, and then 
^ quit a country- where I must for ever despair of finding my own. {Exit.) 


^ Enter Olivia and GarXET, K'/w carries a milliner's box. 

Sr Oli-eia. Dear me! I wish this journey were over. No news of Jar\'isyet? 

^ 1 believe the old peevish creature delays purely to vex me. 
fl Garnet. Why, to be sure, madam, I did hear him say, a little snubbing 
before marriage would teach you to bear it the better afterwards. 

Olivia. To be gone a full hour, though he had only to get a bill changed ^ 
in the city! How provoking! 

vr Carnet. I'!l lay my life Mr. Lcontinc, that had twice as much to do, is 
}| .‘setting off by this time from his inn, and here you are left behind. 

Olivia. Well, let us be prepared for his coming, however. Are you sure '‘3 
11 you I 1 .AVC omitted nothing. Garnet ? ^ 

H Garnet. Not a stick, madam — all's here. Y ct I wish you could take the J 


Olivia. No matter. I'm all impatience till we are out of the house. 

Ga/nrt. me. madam I I had almost forgot the wedding-ring ! tlie 

t-«l little thing !— I don't think it would go on my little finger. And what if 


‘.wcel little thing !— I don't think it w< 
'ft- 1 |i:il in a gentleman'.*! night-c,-ip, in 


ht-c,-ip, in case of necessity, madam ? But here's 


n O.::',;. O J.-irvi-s, are you 
V ■' — 1-'^ 

.• ft ..ftaa ^ 


Enter J .\RVJif. 

r> J.-ir\-i<. are you come at last ? We have been ready this half 
be going — let us fiy ! 

Ay, t*» Jciich 1 ; for wc sluall h.ave no going to Scotland this bout. 


!i*.u ' Wn.it'>. the m.iltcr ? 


...cn-.y— ni •ncy is the m.iltcr. mad.am ! We have got no money 
' -r.-t a;e «in yj.ar {,-A< err.ind for.’ My master's bill upoi 
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« 

I the City is not worth a rush.. Here it is; Mrs. Garnet may pin up her hair 

Olivia. Undone ! How could Honeywood serve us so ! What shall we 
do ? Can’t we go without if ? 

Jarvis. Go to Scotland without money ! To Scotland without money ! 
how some people understand geography ! We might as well set sail for 

Patagonia upon a cork jacket. , ■ , ' ' 

Olivia. Such a disappointment! What a base, insincere man was your 
master, to serve us in this manner! Is this his good-nature ? 

Jan'is. Nay, don’t talk ill of my master, madam. ■ I tvon’t bear to hear 
anybody talk ill of him but myself. 

Garnet. Bless us ! now I think on’t, madam, you need not be under any ■ 
uneasiness: I saw Mr. Leontine receive forty guineas from his father just' 
before he set out, and he can’t yet have left the inn. A shorfletter will reach . 
him there. ' ' ' • ■ 

Olivia. Well remembered. Garnet; I'll write immediately. How’s this? 
Bless me, my hand trembles so I can’t write a word. Do you write. Garnet ; 
and, upon second thought, it will be safer from you. 

Garnet. Truly, madam, I write and indite but poorly ; I never was cute at 
my laming. ' But I’ll do what. I can to please you. Let me see. All out of 
my own head, 1 suppose ? 

Olivia. Whatever you please. 

^ Garnet. (Writing.) “ Muster Croaker.” Twenty guineas, madam ? 

Olivia, Ay, twenty will do. 

VjJ Garnet. “At the bar of the Talbot till called for. Expedition— will be 
III blown up — All of a flame — Quic'k, despatch — Cupid, the little God of Love.” 
>1 I conclude it, madam, with “Cupid I love to see a love-letter end like poetry. 

Olivia. Well, well; what you please — anything. But how shall we send 
«r it ? 1 can truiit none of the servants of this family. 

11, Garnet. Odso, madam, Mr. Honeywood’s butler is in the next room. He's 


B a clear, .sweet man ; he'll do anything for me. 
]( Jarvis. He! the dog; he'll certainly coi 


j'( Jarvis. He! the dog; he'll certainly commit some blunder. He’s drunk 
and sober ten times .a day. 

Oirvia. No matter. J'ly, Garnet; anybody we can trust will do. (Exit 
G.tUNl'.T.) Well, Jarvis, now we can have nothing more to interrupt us. You 

in.ay take uj» the things, and carry them on to the inn. Have you no hands, 
j. if vis ? 

j'arv:j. Soft and fair, young lady. You, that arc going to be married, 
think thiiig.s can never be done too fast ; but we that are' old, and know what 
■ c .are ab'iut, must ehipc inethodicnlly, madam. 

t^.i. tii W ell, sure, if my indiscretions were to be done over again— 

My life for it, you would do them ten times over. 


.f.n : 

o:,:: 


I 

* * ‘ **• 


■* Why Mill you talk so? If you knew how unhappy they make 







The Good-natured Man. 


yarvis. Very unhappy, no doubt ; I' was once just as unhappy when I was 

going to.be married myself. I'll tell you a stoiy about that 

• Olivia. A story ! when I’m all. impatience .to be away. Was there ever 
such a^ dilatory creature ? ■ • 

Jarvis. . Well, madam! if we must march, why we will march ; <that's all. 
Thougli, odds-bobs, we have still forgot one thing w? should never travel with- 
out — a case of good razom, and a box of shaving-powder. .But no niatter, I 
believe ^ye shaU be pretty w'ell shaved by the way. {Going.) 

Garnet, ' - 

Garnet. Undone, undone, madam } Ah, Mr. Jarvis,-you said right enough. 
As sure as death, Mr. Honey wood’s rogue of a drunken 'butler dropped the 
letter before he went ten yards.from the door, There's old.Croaker lias just 
picked it up, and is this moment reading it to himself in the hall. 

^ Olivia. Unfortunate ! "we shall be discovered. 

- * ■ ' * ' 

Garnet. No, madam, don't be uneasy, he can make neither head nor tail of 
it To be sure, he looks as if he was broke loose from Bedlam about it, but he . 

can’t find what it means for all that. Oh r-, he is coming this'way all in the 

horrors 1- 

Olivia. Then let us, leave the house this instant," for fear he should ask 
further questions. In the meantime. Garnet, do you write and send off just 
such another, {Exeunt) 

Enter CROAKER, 

, ' Croaker. ■ Peath and destruction ! Are all the' horrors Of air, fire, and 
water, to be levelled only at me ? Am I only to be singled out for gfunpowder- 
plots, combustibles, and conflagration ? Here it is — an incendiary Jetter 
dropped at my door. “To Muster Croaker, tliese, with speed." Ay, Ky, j^Iain 
enough- the direction ; all in the genuine incendiary spelling, and as cramp as 

“ With speed 1 " Oh, confound your speed ! But let me read it once 

more. {Reads) “Muster Croakaras sone as yoewsee this leve twenty gunnes 
at the bar of the Talboot tell caled for or yowe and yower experetion will be al 
blown up,” Ah, ’but too plain. Blood and gunpowder in every line of it. 

Blown up ! murderous dog ! All blown up ! ! - what have I and my poor 

family done, to be all blown up ! {Reads) “ Our pockets are low, and money 
we must have." Ay, there's the reason ; they’ll blow us up, because they have 
got low' pockets. • {Reads) “ It is but a short time you have to consider; for 
if this takes wind, the house will quickly be all of a flame.” Inhuman monsters! 
blow us up, and then burn us. The earthquake at Lisbon was but a bonfire to 
it. {Reads) “ Make quick dispatch, and so no more at present But may 
Cupid, the little God of Love, go with you wherever you go.” The little God of 

Love I Cupid, the little God of Love, go with me! Go you you and your 

little Cupid together ! I'm so frightened, I scarce know whether I sit, stand, or 
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t pf >iiinn| l» (••lU.U llit« ln|PivteW| ui»'Um, b> fvre I l«f( lull'll) I'l ti' |»!riiilll*’>t •« 
Mill IU<lihH)l Iiul >''-!|1 l^jviiij;t'<«n(»lr) /(<///'. ftimrh 


Ro, I’crh.'ijjs ilii". iiioiiiciit I'm ircniiinRon li|'lilr;i.I tiiai(;lii;';i blaxiiiR britnaloiiCi 
.iiul harrcln nf RuiijiMWikr. 'I'lmy arc prc|»ariii;' to blow me ii|i into the rIoikI'i. 
Miirclcrl We Minll be all btiriii in otir bedn; we fshall be all biinit in otir biaia! 


Jifi/rr .Ml- f. Hir:Mi.A;;ii, 
j'ifiix lihft. .Sir, what':, the matter ? 

Ctotikfi. .Miiidcr'.i, tin: matter. We i.liall be all blown up in oiir beda 
b'-fi>te moiniii;;. 

.l/n« Huh. 1 li«ijie not. sir 

t'r,>ith'r. What •■ionifit". wlial yon boj,e. marlam, wlirn 1 liav'c a 
of it lii r»: ill my li.nid ’ Will iiolhifij; alarm my ramily } .Sler-pjiifj ami iraiiiiR, 

• '(•■.•pino .iinl e: tin; only worl: from morning till iiij'lit in my lioiivr. My 

in <o v. <onIf| •.loi.ji, thiiWRh rof.l;i;il by an e,»rtli*jnal:c and fry beef' 

V .lb- .it .» \o*i« .tno 

Mtss H'lt, Mr, you b<»%e .il.iinifd lli*'m -.o ofirn alre.idy; v/r have 

I ’-'.liinj; bm • :rtli-{tM'‘> ■. f.imiii"., |ii.iRn' and mad do;»'., froni y'eat'f. r nf J to 
; • I tt'l V«.-i ri lie m! r. • if. it i*. not a month jiro yon .I'l'.iired n". of a 

• • •' y ..»!■ th- I, i r . to jios '.ji le. in out bf* .id ; .iiid ' '* ):i.'|/t Ih'- wbi/b' 

f-.'-' ;, .11 < • 5 ;i .. ,1 lO,. . 


’.t 
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The Good-natured Man, 

* 


•V 


Croaker, .And potatoes were too good for .them. But why do I stand 
talking here with a girl, when I should be. facing the enemy. without? Here — 
John, Nicodemus, search .the house ! Look into the cellars, to see if there be 
•any combustibles below; and above, in the apartments, that no matches be 
thro^VI\ in at the windows. Let all the fires be put 'out, and let the engine be 
drawn mjt in the yard, to play upon the house in case of necessity. {Exit.) 

Mtss Richi,.\nd alone . 

Miss Eich. What can he mean by all this ? Yet, why should I inquire, 
when he alarms us in this manner almost every day ? But Honeywood has 
desired an interview with me in private. What can he mean ? or, rather, what- 
means' this palpitation at his approach ? It is the first time he ever showed 
anj'thing in his conduct that seemed particular. Sure he cannot mean to — 

But he’s here, ' . • . . 

.Ew/rr Honeywood. 

Hon^aoood. I presumed to solicit this interview, madam, before I left town, 
to be permitted — - — ' 

Miss Rich. Indeed ! Leaving town, sir ? 

Hottcytaood. Ye^ madarn ; perhaps the kingdom. • I have presumed. I say, 
to desire the favour of this interview, in order to disclose something which our 
long friendship prompts, And yet my fears: — 

Miss Rich. His fears ! what are his fears to mine ? (Aside.) We have 
indeed been long acquainted, sir — veiy long. If I remember, our first meeting 
'was at the French ambassador’s. Do you recollect how you were pleased to 
rally me upon my complexion there ? 

Honeywood. Perfectly, madam. I presumed to reprove you for painting ; 
but' your warmer blushes soon convinced the company that the colouring was 
all from nature. . - 

Miss Rich. And yet you only meant it, in your good-natured way, to 
make ni.e pay a compliment to myself. In the same manner you danced that 
night with the most awlnvard woman in company, because you saw nobody else 
would .take her out. 

Honeywood. Yes ; and was rewarded the next night by dancing with the 
finest woman in company, whom everybody wished to take out. 

Miss Rich. Well, sir, if you thought so then, I fear your judgment has 
since corrected' the errors of a first impression. We generally show to most 
advantage at' first. Our sex arc like poor tradesmen, that put all their best 
goods to be seen at the windows. 

Hontjf^ivod. The first impression, madam, did indeed deceive me. 1 
expected to find a woman with all the faults of conscious flattered beauty. I 
expected to find her vain and insolent -But eveiy'' day has since taught me 
that it is possible to possess sense mthout pride, and beauty without affectation. 
Miss Rich. This, sir, is a style vei>' unusual with ]Mr. Honey\vood ; and I 
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should be glad to know why he thus attempts to increase that vanity, which Ins 

own lesson hath taught me to despise. .... 

Honeyivood. I ask pardon, madam. Y ct, frpm our long friendship, I pre- 
sumed I might have some right .to offer, without offence, what you may refuse 
jf without offending. 

(f Miss Rich. Sir, I beg you'd reflect Though, I fear, I shall scarce. have 

any power to refuse a request of -yours, yet you may be precipitate : consider, • 

• * 
sjr. 

Honeywood. I own my rashness ; but, as I plead the cause of friendship, of 
one who loves— don’t be alarmed, madam— who loves. you with the most 

ardent passion ; whose whole happiness is placed in you 1 - ' • 

Miss Rich. I fear, sir, I shall never find whom you mean, by this description 
^ r,f him. 

A Honeywood. Ah, madam, it but too plainly points him out ; though he 
4 should be too humble himself to urge his pretensions, or you too modest to 
W understand them. 

j I Miss Rich. Well ; it would be affectation any longer to pretend ignorance ; 
A, and, I will own, sir, I have long been prejudiced in his favour. It was but 
n natural to wish to make his heart mine, as he fscemed himself ignorant of its 
v.aluc. 

Jloneytvood. I see she always loved him, (Aside,) I find, madam, 3 ’'ou’rc 
already sensible of his worth, his passion. How happy is my friend, to be the 
favourite of one with such .sense to distinguish merit, and such beauty to 
reward it! 

Miss Rich. Y our friend, sir ! What friend ? 

Iloncyivood, ^ly best friend — ^my friend Mr. Lofty, madam, 

M iss Rich, I Ic, .sir ! 

Honeywood, Yc-s, he, madam. He is, indeed, rvhat your warmest wishes 
might have formed him. And to his other qualities, he adds that of the most 
passionate regard for you. 

Miss Rich. Amazement! Xq more of this, I beg you, .sir. 

Honey.i’ood. I .see j'our confusion, madam, and know how to interpret it. 
And r-ince 1 .so plainly read the language of your heart, .shall I make my friend 
h.-.ppy by communicating your sentiments ? 

Miss Rich. Ily no means. 

Homy.verd. Kxcusc me ; I inii.st : I know you desire it. 
iff ..his Rich. Mr. Honeywood. let me tell you that you wrong my sentiments 
d .if.i. \ OUT ./•If. When 1 first applied to your friendship, I expected advice and 


4 

I 

A 

I 
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! ..Ill' c , bin now, !.ir, I see that it is vain to expect happiness from him who 
1 I" b.id ;in rconomist of his own ; and that I mu.st disclaim his friend- 

■ .'-.p V. <•» r xo be a friend to him.scir. {Exi(.) 

//.'••.v; IIow i-, thi>.? She has confessed she loved him, and yet .she 
j'.'f. in »!>'pi<,M".iirc. Can I hax’c done anything to reproach myself 
afi*T .all, these thing.s should not be done by a 
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third person : I should have spared her confusion.. My fHendship carried me a . 
little too far. 

Enter Croaker, viitk tiu letter in his hand, and MRis. Croaker. 

Mrs. C^oakef. Ha! hai. hat!' And so, my deal*, it’s your supreme wish 
that 1 should be quite wretched upon .-this occasion ? Ha ! ha ! . 

Croaker. {^Mimicking.) Ha!. ha! ha! and so, my dear, it’s your supreme 
pleasure to give me no better consolation ? 

■ Mri. Cfdaker. Positively, my dear, what is this incendiary stuff and , 
trumpery to iiie? Our house may travel through the air like the house of ^ 
Loretto, for aught I caire, if I’m to be miserable in it. ' • 

Croaket*. Would .to heaven it were converted into a house of correction for ^ 
your benefit! Have* we not everything to alarm us? Perhaps this very 
moment the tragedy is beginning. * ' - ■ ^ 

Mrs. Croaker: .Then let us reserve our distress till the rising of the curtain, j 
or give them the money they want, and have done with them. | 

. Cfodker. Give them my- money ! And pray, what right have they to my 4 
money ? ' ' c 

Mrs. Cfoaker. And pray, what right, then, have they to my good humour ? \ 
Ctoaker. And so your good humour advises me to part with my money ? j 
“V^y, then, to tell your good humour a, piece of my mind. I’d sooner part with w 
m‘y wife. Here’s Mr. Hone 3 rwood ; see what he’ll say to it. My dear Honey- « 
.wood, look at this incendiaiy letter dropped at my door. It will freeze you | 
with terror j and yet lovey here can read it — can read it, and laugh ! 

Mrs. Croaker, _ Yes, and so will Mr. Honey wood. ' 

Ctocdeer. If'he does. I’ll suffer to be hanged the next minute in the rogue’s u 
place, that's all. ji 

Mrs. Croaker. Speak, Mr. Honeywood ; is there anything more foolish w 
than my husband’s fright upon this occasion ? . ' || 

Honeywood. It would not become me to decide, madam ; but, doubtless, in 
the greatness of his terrors nG^^v will but invite them to rene\v their villany ^ 
another time. || 

Mrs. Croaker. I told you, he’d be of my opinion, 

Croaker. How, sir ! do you maintain that I should,lie down under such an W 
injury, and show, neither by- my tears nor complaints, that I have something jt 
of .the spirit of a man in me ? . . ..U 

Honeywood. Pardon me, sir. You ought to make the loudest complaints, ^ , 
if you desire redress. The surest way to have redress is to be earnest in the 
pursuit of it. ’ V 

Croaker. Ay, whose opinion is he of nmv ? * i 

Mrs. Croaker. But don't you think that laughing ofi' our fears is the best | 
way ? W 

. Honeywood. lA^at is the best, madam, fe\v can say ; but I'll maintain it to p 
be a verj' wise way. jK 
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Croaker But we’re talking of the best Surely, the best way is to face tlie 
enemy in the field, and not wait till he plunders us in our very bedchamber. 
Honeywood. \Vhy, sir, as to the best, that— that’s a very wise way too. 

Mrs. Croaker. But cart anytliing be more absurd than to double our 
distresses by our apprehensions, and put it in the power of every low fellow, 
that can' scrawl ten words of wretched spelling, to torment us ? 

Hon^ivood. Without doubt, nothing more absurd. 

Croaker. Howl would it not be more absurd to despise the rattle till -we 
arc bit by the snake ? ' ' . 

Honeywood. Without doubt, perfectly absurd. 

Croaker. Then you are of my opinion ? 

Jloncytaood. Entirely. 

Mrs. Croaker. And you reject- mine ? 

Honeyyjood. . forbid, madam. No, sure no reasoning can be more 

just than yours. Wc ought certainly to despise malice, if we cannot oppose it, 
and not make the incendiar>*'s pen as fatal to our repose as the highwayman’s 
pistol. 

Mrs. Croaker. Oh , then you think I’m quite right. 

Honeytvood. Perfectly right 

Croaker. A plague of plagues! wc can’t both be right. I ought to be 
sorry, or I ought to bo glad. My hat must be on my head, or my hat must be 
off. 

Mrs. Croaker. Certainly, in two opposite opinions, if one be perfectly 
reasonable, the other can't be perfectly right 

Itoneyxvood. And why may. not both be right madam — ^Mr. Croaker in 
earnestly seeking redress, and you in waiting the event with good humour? Fray 
let me see the letter again. 1 have it This letter requires twenty guineas to 
l)c left at the bar of the Talbot Inn.^ If it be indeed an incendiary letter, what 
if you and I, sir. go there ; and, when the writer comes to be paid his expected 
Ixtoly, seize liim ? 

Croaker. My dear friend, it’s the very thing— ^thc very thing. While I walk 
w by the door, you shall plant yourself In ambush near the bar,- burst out upon 
H the miicreant like a masquej batteiy, extort a confession at once, and so hang 
w him up by surprise. 

js iioneynvad, ^ es ; but I would not choose to exercise too much severity, 
ff, ’** _**’>' nja.>:ini, sir, that crimes generally punish themselves. 

t reaktr. Well, but we may upbraid him a little, I suppose ? (JroiiicaUy.) 
/A'wrvif.v./. Ay, but not punish him too rigidly. 

\\ ell, well, leave that to my own benevolence. 

Well, I do ; but remember that universal benevolence is the 
Uixeimt Ho.n'kywood W Mrs. Croaker.) 


lit 


Croaker. 
J/et:»ynv 
Croaker. 

t l.nv of n.iturc. 


Yes ; and my univcr.htl benevolence will hang the dog, if he had 
(:).iny uev’t;*, as a hvdr.i. 
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jg SCENE \.—An tmi. 

'll Enter OliviAi Jarvis. 

LV 

§ Olivia. Well, we have got safe to the inil, hbttfcVei*. Now, if the post- 
A diaisc were ready 

^ yarvis. The horses are just finishing theii* oats } and, as they are not going 

|| to be married, they choose to take their own time. 

jh Olivia. You arc for ever giving wrong motives to my impatience. 

J yanh. He as impatient as you will, the horses must take their own 

y time. Besides, you don’t consider we- have got no answer from our fcllow- 
A traveller yet. If we hear nothing from Mr. Lcontine, we have only one way 
^ left us. 

j| Olivia. What way? 

^ Jarvis. The way home again. 

U Olivia. Not so. I have made a resolution to go, and nothing shall induce’ 
j; me to break it. 

^ Jarvis. Ay; resolutions arc well kept when they jump with inclination. 
Mowevur, 1*11 go to hasten things without. And I’ll call, too, at the bar to see 
if anything should be left for us there. Don’t be in such a. plaguy huriy, 
/| madam, and we shall go the faster, I promise you. {Exit JaRVIS,) 

^ Enter Landlady, 

Landlady. Wh.it ! Solomon. Why don’t you move ? Pipes and tobacco 
•| for the I^mb there. Will nobody answer? To the Dolphin — quick! The 
Ars'i'.el has been outrageous this half hour. Did your ladyship call, madam ? 

•I Olivia. No, madam. 

Landlady. I find as you’re for Scotland, madam — ^but that’s no business 
mine; married, or not married, I ask no questions. To be sure, we had a 
y,' sv.cet little couple setoff from this two days ago, for the same place. The 
■'j for tailor, was, to be sure, as fine a spoken tailor as ever blew froth 

;i full And the young lady so bashful, it was near half an hour 

fi v.*: could get her to finish .n pint of raspberry between us. 

OLvut. 15 . It ihi-i gentleman and I are not going to be married, I assure 

•; M.ayl,.; not. Tlmt's no business of mine; for certain, Scotch 

h ' ■'-■■•lom turn out well. There was, of my own knowledge. Miss 

‘ her father’s footman. Alack-a-dayl she and her 

',n p.irtcJ. .uvi nov.- keep separate cellars in Hedge Lane, 
pretty picture of v/hal lici before me ! {Aside.) 




The Good-naiitrcd Man. 


i?i 


Enter LeoNTIXE, 

Lc 0 nt. My dear Olivia, my anxiety till you were out of danger was too 
great to be resisted. I could not help coming to see you set out, though it 
exposes us to a discovery. 

Olivia. May everything j'ou do'prove as fortunate. Indeed, Lcontine, we 
have been most cruelly disappointed. Mr. Honeywood's bill upon the City has, 
it seems, been protested, and we have been utterly at a Iqss how to proceed. 

Lconi. How! An oflor of his owp, too, Supe, he could nqt mean to 
deceive us, 

Olivia. Depend upon his .sincerit}'; he only mistook the' desire for the 
power of sor\'ing us. But let us think no more of it. I believe the post-chaise 
is ready by this. * 

Landlady. Not quife yet; and, begging your ladyship’s pardon, I don’t 
think your ladyship quite ready for the post-chaise. The north road is a cold 
place, madam. I have a drop in the house of as pretty raspberry as ever was 
tipt over tongue. Just a thimbleful, to keep the wind off your stomach. To be 
sure, the last couple we had here, they said'it was a perfect nosegay. Ecod, 
I- sent them both away as good-natured! Up went (he blinds, round weqt the 
wheels, find, Drive away, post-boy ! was the word. 


Enter Croaker, 

Croaker. Well, while my friend Honeywood is upoq the post of danger at 
the bar, it must be my business to have an eye about nie here. I think I know 
.an incendiaiy’s look ; for> wherever the devil makes a purchase, he never fails 
to set his mark ! Ha 1 who have wc here ? My son and daughter ! What can 
they be doing here ? 

Landlady. I tell you, madam, it will do you good. I think I know, by this 
time, what’s good for tlie north road. It’s a raw, nighf^ madam. Sir 

Lconi. Not a drop more, good madam. I should now take it as a greater 
favour if yo(i hasten the horses ; for I am afraid to be seen myself. 

Landlady. Tliat shall be dqnc. 'V^ia, Solomon ! . Are you all dead, 
there ? Wha, Solomon, I say. {Exit, bawliftg'.) 

Qlivia. Well, I dread lest an expedition, b^gun in fear, should end in 
repentance. Every moment we stay increasps our danger, and adds to my 
apprehensions. 

/jLiCont, There’s no danger^ trust me, my dear— there can be pone. If 
Honeywood has acted with honour, and kept my fatlier, as he proniised, in 
employment till we are out of danger, nothing can interrupt our journgy. 

Olivia., I have no doubt of Mr. Honeywood’s sincerity, and even his 
desires to serve us. ' My fears are from your father's suspicions. A mind so 
- disposed to be alaj-nied without a pause will be but too ready when there's ' 
a reason. 

Leont. Why, let him,. when we are out of Ips power, -But believe me,, 
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* Avi tiuM'TT, wr* \i\w him (aU m{H. Il''rn U tlw InccmlUry dwit* I*ih cutUltfd lo Ihc* n*«r*(hl | 1*11 UiUn iwy 

1 ^ «Mth t r^Hhi* fih'iwy unhclur, «ml ihtntwrt fof ll, Wc*/ P* AVvw /• 



( )Hvi.i, you have no j'roal reason lo ilrcad his rcsonlincnl. His ivpininf; temper, 
as it does no manner of injury lo himself, so will it never do harm to others, 
lie only frets lo keep himself employcti, ami scolds for his private amusement. 

Olivia. 1 don't know that ; bill I'm sure, on some occasions, it makes him 
l«Hik most shoc.kim»ly. 

Cii'tikvr, {Piuvvt-rini^ /tiin.wf/.) How does ho look now — how does he look 
now ? '' 

Oliviti. Ah I 
J.tvut, Undone! 

Ilow ilo 1 look now? Sir, I am your very humble servant. 
M.itlani, I am yonr-s. Wh.it ! y»m arc Roinu ofl', are you ? 'riien, first, if you 
plr.e r. t.ikr a word or lwi> from me with you before you jjo. Tell me first 
vhere ymi arc ro''H;! •‘‘nd when you Imve told me that, perhaps I shall know 
.I-; little ai I dill beloie. 

If th.it Iw Ml, oiir answer miRhl but increase your displeasure, with- 
•’•it addin;; to y»im infoimation. 

i't.'ti t. I w.mt m* inform.ition from you, puppy ! And you too, m;idnm : 
■■ h it . f h »vf you ;;ot ? <.•/ ctr -.vithout, Sto/' him !) Mh ! | think 1 heard 
I t; ■ Ml friend Iti<n«-ywiiid wilhont—has he :.ei7.ed the incendiary ? Ah, 
• f .' e . . I l(‘\T n>> mull" on't. 

y** 
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Ltvn/, M 9 ncy\vood without? Then, sir, it was Mr. Honey wood that 
directed you liithcr ? 

Cmaker. No, sir. it was Mr. Honeywood conducted me hither. 

Lcont. Is it possible ? 

Croaker, Possible ! Why, he’s in tlie house now, sir. ‘More anxious about 
me than my own son. sir. 

Leant, Then, sir, he’s a villain. 

Crmker. How, sirrah ! a villixin. because he takes most care of your father? 
I'll not bear it. I tell you, I’ll not bear it. Honeywood is a friend to the familyt 
and I'll have him treated as such. 

Leant. 1 shall study to repay his friendship as it deserves. 

Croaker. Ah, rogue, if you knew how’ earnestly he entered into my griefs, 
and pointed out the means to detect them, you would love him as I do. ijl. cry 
xoithaut. Stop him !) Fire and fury ! they have seized the incendiary : they have 
the villain, the incendiary in view. Stop him, stop an incendiary, a murderer I 
Stop him! . (Exit.) 

Olwia. Oh, my terrors ! What can this new tumult mean ? 

Lcont. Some new mark, I suppose, of Mr. Honeywood’s sincerity. But we ^ 
shall have satisfaction : he shall give me instant satisfaction. 

Olhna. ’ It must not be, my Lcontine, if you value my esteem or my happi> 
ness. Whatever be our fate, let us not add guilt to our misfortunes. Consider ^ 
that our innocence will shortly be all we have left us. You must forgive him; i 
Leant. Forgive him 1 Has he not in every instance betrayed us Forced ] 
me to borrow money from him, which appears a mere trick to delay us : pro- . 
mised to keep my father engaged till we were out of danger, and here brought J 
him to the very scene of our escape ? 

Olivia. Don’t be precipitate. We may yet be mistaken. i 

Enter Postboy, Jarvis; Yi0^la.\^N00\i entering soon after. 

Postboy. Ay, master,, we have him fast enough. Here is the incendiary 
dog. I’m entitled to the reward ; I'll take my oath I saw him ask for the fl 
money at the bar, and then run for it. . ' Jj 

. Hom^avood. Come, bring him along. Let us see him. Let him learn to S 
blush for his crimes. {Discovering^ his mistake.) Death I what's here ? — ^Jarvis, ^ 
Leontine, Olivia I What can all this mean ? ]| 

yarvis. Why, I’ll tell you what it means ; tliat I was an old fool, and that j 
you are my master — ^that’s all. 'm 

Honejnvood. Confusion! || 

Lamt. . Yes, sir; I find you have kept your word with me. After such w 
baseness, 1 wonder how you can venture to see the man you have injured. 5i 

Honeywood. My dear Leontine, by my life, my honour » 

Leant. Peace, peace, for shame ; and do not continue to aggravate base- 
ness by hypocrisy. I know you, sir, I know you. B 

Honeywood. • Why, won’t you hear me ? By all that’s just, I knew not % 
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Leont. Hear you, sir, to what purpose ? I now see through all your low j 
arts ; your ever complying with every opinion ; >;our never refusing any 
request ; all these, sir, have long been contemptible to the world, and arc now 
perfectly so to me. ^ j 

IlouO'umd. Hal contemptible to the world I That reaches me. (/f. mV//-.) 1 

Leant. All the seeming sincerity of your professions, I ifow lilid, were only ^ J 
allurements to betray ; and all your .seeming regret for their consequences only ^ 
calculated to cover the cowardice of your heart. Draw, villain I 

Enter Croakku, out of breath. S 

Crociher. Where is the villain ? Where is the incendiary ? {Seising the j 
PosTiiOY.) Hold him fast, the dog ; he has the gallows in his face. Come, J 
you dog, confess — confess all, and hang j'oursclf. j 

Postboy. Zounds, master 1 what do you throttle me for ? | 

Croaker. {Beating hitn.) Dog, do you resist ? do you resist ? p 

Postboy. Zounds, m.*istcr 1 I'm not he ; there's the man that we thought | 
was the rogue, and turns out to be one of the company. J 

Croaker. Howl • l 

Jlonej-ioood. hir. Cro.ihcr, we have all been under a strange mistake here ; \ 
1 find there is nobody guilty; it was all an error — entirely an error of our j 
Jp own. 

W Croaker. And 1 say, .sir, that 3 -ouVc in an error; for there's guilt, and ? 

jy double guilt ; a plot, a jesuitical, pestilential plot ; and *1 must have 

(I proof of it. 

J/oniyjivod. Do but hear me. s 

}j Croaker. What I you intend to bring ’em off, I suppose ? I’ll hear nothing. 
Jloneyii'ood, hladani, j-ou seem at least calm enough to liear reason. 

Olivia. Kxcuse me. 

j| J/onrjTvoed. Good Jarvis, let me then cNplain it to you. 

^1*1 yarvis. What .signifies explanation when the thing is done ? 

» tioneyxt'ood. Will nobody liear me ? Was there ever such a set, so blinded 
P by tia-i'iion and prejudice! {Ta the I’o.sT«OY.) My good frieiui, I believe 

vou'li be surprised when 1 assure you 

1 ? Pestloy. Sure me nulhing — I’m sure of nothing but a good beating. 


1 mi . S.C oemre yoH.Mr,«»no tiiat witli false pretences h.-in stept into j'our faiiiih', If 
t.'. bctf.ty it: nut 3*i>ur daughter 

iJ (tf.if.-r. Nnt my d.-iugliter ! /l 

(-tzvia. Mol j'l.ur daughter — but a mean ilcceivor — who — .support me I S 

^1 "'5 

'U //••"vt.v-'..'. Help ! .she's going ! give her air. Jj 

<». ■?./. Ay, ay. tal c the young woman to the air; I would not hurt 
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a hair of her head, whose ever daughter slic may be — not so bad as that neither. 

. {Excuiit all but CuOAKEU.) 

Croaker. Yes, yes, all’s out; I now see the whole affair. My son is cither 
married, or going to be so, to this lady, whom . he imposed upon me as 
his sister. Ay, certainly .so*; and yet I don’t find it afflicts me so much as 
one might think. There's the advaulagc of fretting away our misfortunes 
beforehand, we never feel them when they come. 

e 

Enter Mi.ss RiCHtAND and SIR William. ' 

Sir Will. But how do you know, madam, that my nephew intends setting 
off from this place ? 

Miss Riclt. My maid assured me he was come to this inn, and my own 
knowledge of his intending to leave the kingdom suggested the rest. .. But what 
do I sec ? my guardian here before us 1 Who, my dear sir, could have expected 
meeting you here ? To what accident do wc owe this pleasure ? 

Croaker. To a fool, I believe. 

iV/rx Rick. But to what purpose did you come ? 

Croaker. To play the fool. 

Miss Rich. But with whom ? 

Croaker. With greater fools than myiself. 

Miss Rich. Explain. 

Croaker. Why, Mr. Honc}r^vood brought me here, to do nothing now I am 
here ; and my son is going to be married to I don’t know who that is here ; so 
now you are as wise as 1 am. 

Miss Rich. Married I to whom, sir ? 

Croaker. To Olivia — my daughter, as I took her to be : but who she is, or 
whose daughter she is, I know no more than the man in the moon. 

Sir Will. Then, sir, I can inform you ; and though a stranger, yet you 
shall And me a friend to your family. It will be enough, at present, to assure 
you that, both in point of birth and fortune, the young lady is at least your 
son's equal. ' Being left by her father. Sir James Woodville 

Croaker. Sir James Woodville I What, of the west ! 

Sir Will. Being left by him, I say, to the care of a mercenary wretch, 
whose only aim was to secure her fortune to himself, she was sent into France, 
under pretence of education ; and there every art was tried to fix her for life in 
a convent, contrary to her inclinations. Of this I'Avas informed upon my 
arrival at Paris; and as I had been once her father’s friend, I did all in my 
power to frustrate her guardian's base intentions. I had even meditated to 
rescue her from his authority, when your son stept in with more pleasing 
violence, gave her .liberty, and you a daughter. 

Croaker. But I intend to have a daughter of my own choosing, sir. A 
young lady, sir, whose fortune, by my interesi^ with those that have interest, 
will be double what my son has a right to expect. Do you know Mr. Lofty, 
sir? 
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)v Sir WilL Yes, sir ; and know lhat yon arc deceived in him. Ihit step tl\is 
V n-ay, and 1 will convince you. (Croakkr and SiR Wil.l.iAM srrnt to con/tr,) 

Hntrr HoNKYWtxnv 

|| //iwei ari'i/. Obstinalo man, .still to persist in his oulraKc! .InsnlUal hy 
him. despised hy all, 1 now begin to grow ciwlcmplible even to myself. How 
have 1 sunk, by loo great an assidnity to please 1 Mow have I overtaxed all 
my .abilities, lest the approbation of a single ftnd .should escape me ! Ihit all Ls 
^ now over. I have survived my mputation, my fortime, my friendships! and , 
nothing remains henceforward for me but solitude and repentance. || 

|i Miss Rich. Is it line, ]Mr. Moneywood, lhat y»>n are .selling off, without || 
taking leave of your friends ? The report is. that you are tpiilliirg Englaml. . 
jl (*an it be ? W 

M Jtoiuyn'mi. Yes, madam; and though 1 am so unhiippy as to have fallen li 
under your displeasure, yet, thank Heaven, I leave you to happiness; to one 
who lows you, and descr\*es y<n>r h»ve ; to one who has power to procure you W 
;ffiluence, and generosity to improve your enjoyment of it, Jt 

Miss Rich. And arc you sure, sir, that the gonllenuin yini mean is what ^ 
you descrilie hiui ? Jj' 

lloneynwd, I have the best assurances of it— his serving me. Me doe.s, Ji 
indeed, tioserve the highest happinc.ss that is in yi>ur power to confer. A.s for 
^ mo, weak and wavering ;»s 1 luive been, obliged by all, ;uul incapable of serving V ' 

^ any, what happiness can 1 find but In' solitude ? What hope, but in being j ■ 

forj;olten ? , 

Miss Rich. A thousand I to live among friends that e,steem you; whose 

Inferiority among , 


V Miss Rich. A thousand I to live among friends that 
n h:ijij)inc>.s it will bo to be permitted to oblige ymi. 
j'l Ifoiicyuwit, No, madam ; my resolution is fixed. 

\’{ .•.tmiii'.cis is easy; but among those that once were ei|unls, insuptmrtable. 
If to show you how far my resolution can go, I can now speak with e.'dmness 

of my former follies, mj- vanity, my dissipation, my weakness, I will even 
|| e.infoNS. that, among the number of my other presumptions, I had the insolence 
j, to think of loving you. Yes, in.'ulani, while I was pleading the passion of 
•niiither, my heart was tortured with its own. but it is over: it was unworthy 
y. •*«r (tienvl-hip, ;\i«\ id it lie forgotten. 

Ri./i. Y«m ainaw me ! 

{ 


I 


llcuc\w.',l but you'll forg.ive it. 1 know you will ; since the confession -jv 

•tj.udd not luive come from me even now, but to eonvinee you of the .sincerity U 

, f my int, nti..jt of- never mentioning it more, {(ioiiij,-.) | 

Mi't Ri.h .''t.iy, ..ii. one moment. I In the here-- i^ 


I. ut TV. 

^ l’> the c ,1.1st rle.ir None but fiiend*:. I hi 
>, ^ toding p:cs,' of intflhgent e : but it go,'s no finthi: 


O' 

V M*. 


.' 1 - : 


live followed you here jl,. 
i-T ; things are not yet jA 
v‘» rw 









Cassell’s Illustrated Goldsmith. 


. h ripe for a discovery. I have spirits working at a certain board : your affair at 
the Trcasuiy will be done in less than— a thousand years. Mum ! 
it Miss Rich. Sooner, sir, I should hope. 

M Lofty. Why, yes, I believe it may, if it falls into proper hands, that know 
where to push and where to parry ; that know how the land lies— ch, Honey- 
H wood ? 

V Miss Rich. It is fallen into yours. 

w Lofty. Well, to keep you no longer in suspense, your thing is done. Jt is 
Jj done, I say— that's all. I have just had assurances from Lord Neverout that 
^ the claim has been examined and -found admissible. Quietus is the word, 
U madam. 

^J. Honeywood. But how ! his lordsMp has been at Newmarket these ten days. 

X Lefty. Indeed! Then Sir Gilbert Goose must have -been confoundedly 

^ mistikcn. I had it of him. 

5 Miss Rich. He 1 why Sir Gilbert and his family have been in the country 
^ this monili. 

<f Lofty. This month ! It must certainly be so : Sir Gilbert’s letter did come 
^ to me from Newmarket, so that he must have met his lordship there and so it 
n came about I have his letter about me; I’ll read it to you. (Taking out a 
targe bundle.) That’s from Paoli of Corsica; that's from the Marquis of Squil- 
achi. Have you a mind to sec a letter from Count Poniatowski, now King of 
Poland — Honest Pon? '(Searching.) (Ti? SIR WILL.) Oh, sir, what, arc you 
here too ? I’ll tell you what, honest friend, if you have not absolutely ‘delivered 
i| my letter to Sir William Honeywood, you may return it The thing will do 
without him. 

Sir Will. Sir, I have delivered it, and must inform you it ■w^s received 
^ v/ith the most mortifying contempt 

O Croahrr. Contempt! Mr, Lofty, v/hat can that mean ? 

'I Let him go on— let him go on, I say. You’ll find it come to some- 

j!} thing pre’^cnlly. 

Will. Yes, sir. I believe you'll be amazed, if, after waiting sometime 
in the ante-chamber, after being surveyed with insolent curiosity by the passing 
I'.Tiants I v.-ar, at l.xst assured that Sir William Honeywood knew no such 
\*f per-. •.•a, and I mu* t certainly have Vjcen imposed upon. 

If Good 1 let me die, very good. Ha! ha! ha! 

f} ( rr fh-r. Now, for my life, I can’t find out half the goodness of it. 

* 1 . h fty. Youca.n't Ha! ha! 

}1 'he roul of me: I think it was as confounded a bad 

'S :-r.'.y.cr n-.-cr wn-J -ent from one private gentleman to another. 

And you can't find out the force of the message? Why, I was 
jl 5..‘ (!.■; n •: ,-st. th.it very time. Ha ! ha! It '.vaa 1 tliat sent th;it very an.sv/cr 
f / t;.y o-.-.n l-.tttr. JI;: ! ha I 

t r. !.Vr. Ir.derri? Ho-.. ! why! 

•Vs It- '-til v.ori, thing*-, b.-tween Sir Wiiliam and me mu-;t Ik: lK;hmd 


riwT/ 
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the curtain J A party has many eyes. He sides with Lord Buzzard; I side 
with Sir Gilbert Goose. So that unriddles the mystery. 

■ Croaker. And so it does, indeed, and all my suspicions are oven 

Lofty. . Your suspicions ? What, then, you have been suspecting, have you 
Mr. Croalccr, ypu and I were friends ; we are .friends no longer. Never talk to 
me. It’s over; I say, it’s over. 

Croaker. As I hope for your favour, I did i^ot mean to offend. - It escaped 
me. Don't be discomposed. 

Lofty. 2k>unds, sir, but I am discomposed, and will be discomposed. To 
be treated thus ! Who am I ? Was it for this 1 have been dreaded both by 
ins and outs ? Have I been libelled in the Gazetteer, and praised in the St. 
James’s? Have I been chaired at Wildman’s, and a speaker at Merchant 
Tailors’ Hall ? Have I had my hand to addresses, and my head in the print- 
shops ; and talk to me of suspects ? 

Croaker. . My dear sir, be pacified. What can you have but asking 
pardon?- , 

Lofty. Sir, I will not be pacified. Suspects ! Who am I, to be used thus ? 
Have I paid court to men in favour to serve my friends, the lords of the 
treasury. Sir William Honeywood, and the rest of the gang, and talk to me of 
suspects ? Who am I, I say ? who am I ? 

Sir Will Since, sir, you are so pressing for an answer, I’ll tell you who 
you are— a gentleman as well acquainted with politics as with men in power : 
as well acquainted with persons of fashion as with modesty ; with lords of the 
treasury as with truth ; and with all as you are with Sir William Honeywood. 

I am Sir William Honeywood. {Discovering his ensigns of the Bath.) 

Ctoaker. Sir William Honeywood I 

Hoticytuood. Astonishment! my uncle! {Aside.) 

■ Lofty. So, then, my confounded genius has-been all this time only leading ' 
me up to the garret, in order to fling' me out of the window. 

Croaker. What, Mr. Importance, and are these your works ? Suspect you ! 
You, who have been dreaded by the insand outs; you, who have had your ] 
hand to addresses, and your head .stuck up in print-shops. If you were served , 
right, you should have your head stuck up in the pilloiy. j 

Lofty. Ay, stick it where you will ; for it cuts but a very poor figure where > 
it sticks at present. 

Sir WilL ■ Well, Mr. Croaker, I hope you now see how incapable this gen- 
tleman is of serving you, and how little Miss Richland has to expect from his 
influence. 

Croaker. Ay, sir, too well I see it, and I can't but say I have had some r 
boding of it these ten days. So I’m resolved, since my son has placed his 7 
affections on a lady of moderate fortune, to be satisfied with his choice, and not > 
run the hazard of another Mr. Lofty in helping him to a better. 

Sir Will. I approve your resolution ; and here they come, to receive a J 
confirmation of your pardon and copsent. v 


I'n.Mrr, Well, now I Kc cuntciil in e»erv face s bul Heaven aenil we be nil belter thik day three months. 

Aft t'. Stmt 1. 

/iwArMus. Croaker, Jarvis, Leontine, and Olivia. 

Mrs, Croaker. Where’s my husband ? Come, come, lovey, you must for- 
give them. Jarvis here has been to tell me the whole affair; and, I say, you 
imisl foi^ivc them. Our own was a stolen match, you know, my dear ; and we ■ 
nevtr had any reason to repent of it 

Croaker. I wish we could both say so: however, this gentleman, Sir 
William Honey wood has been beforehand with you in obtaining their pardon. 
.So, if tin* two poor fools have a mind to marry, I think we can tack them 
Ii>;',c:hcr, without crossing the Tweed for it (joining their hands.) 

Leant. Mow blest and unexpected! What, what can we say to such 
{'(H.dnc'.s ? Hut our future obedience shall be the best reply. And as for this 
!;«;nt!ctnan, to whom we owe — ~ 

Sir Will. I\xcu>!e me, sir, if I interrupt your thanks, as I have here an 
tiUiTv-l that calls me. ( Turning to MONEVWOOU.) Yes, sir, you arc surprised 
t.. uj,;; and I own that a desire of correcting your follies led me hither. 

I >. iw with indi'pia ion the errors of a mind that only .sought applause from 
‘■•.hff- . that c.i'-.ine-s *if dispo.sition which, though inclined to the right, had not' 
i- ’tr.f..> the wrong. I saw with regret tho.se splendid errors, that 

'•!'!t t-',’.: n ism; from «.Miue neighbouring duty. Vour charity, that waS but 
j.i.ir b' n'-i-ttlcnce. that w.as bul we.-ikness ; .md your friendship but 
• I -.tw, v.ith regret. gr«it talents and extensive learning only em- 
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ployed to add spriglillincss to error, and increase your perplexities. I saw 
your mind with a thousand natural charms, but the. greatness of its beauty 
served only to heighten my pity for its prostitution. 

Honcyxvood. Cease to upbraid me, sir: I have for some time but too 
strongl}’’ felt the justice of your reproaches. But there is one way still left me. 
Yes, sir, I have determined this very hour to quit for ever a place where I have 
made myself the A'oluntary slave of all, and to seek among strangers that 
fortitude which may give strength to the mind, and marshal all its dissipated 
virtues. Yet, ere I depart, permit me to solicit favour for this gentleman, who, 
notwithstanding what lias happened, has laid me under the most signal obliga- 
tions. Mr. Lofty 

Lofty. Mr. Honeywood, I am resolved upon a reformation as well as you. 
I now begin to find that the man who- first invented the art of speaking truth 
was a much'cunningcr fellow than I thought him. And to prove that I design 
to speak truth for the future, I must now assure you that you owe your late 
enlargement to another, as, upon, my soul, I had no hand in the matter. So 
now, if any of the company has a mind for preferment, he may take my place. 
I’m determined to resign. {Exit.) 

Honcyzoood. How have I been deceived ! 

Sir Will. No, sir, you have been obliged to a kinder, fairer friend for that 
favour — to Miss Richland. Would she complete our joy, and make the man 
she has honoured by her friendship happy in her love, I should then forget all, 
and be as blest as the welfare of my dearest kinsman can make me. 

Miss Rich. After what is past,, it would be but affectation to pretend to 
indifference. Yes, I will own an attachment which, I find, was more than 
friendship. And if my entreaties cannot alter his resolution to quit the countty, 

I will even try if my hand has not power to detain him. {Giving her hand.) 

Honeywood. How can I have deserved all this ? How express my hap- 
piness, my gratitude ? A moment like this overpays an age of apprehension. 

Croaker.. Well, now I see content in every face; but Heaven send we be 
all better this day three months. 

Sir Will. Henceforth, nephew, learn to respect yourself. He who seeks 
only for applause from without, has all his happiness in another’s keeping. 

Honeywood. Yes, sir, I now too plainly perceive my errors. My vanity, in 
attempting to please all, by fearing to offend any. My meanness, in. approving . 
folly, -lest fools should disapprove.' Henceforth, therefore, it shall be -my study 
to reserve my pity for real distress,, my friendship for true merit, and my love' 

' for her who first taught me what it is to be happy. 
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